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THE 


FALSE FRIEND. 


LETTER LXXXII. 


GERTRUDE 70 FRANCES, 


Auguſt 6, 1797. 
I. is impoſſible to deſcribe the unruf- 
fled mien and eaſy nonchalance which 
Mrs. Ferret difplayed during our jour- 
ney of five miles: ſhe ſeemed conſcious 
of her own ſafety, even while ſhe held 
in her poſſeſſion the property of which 
ſne had defrauded me. My mind was 
too intently abſorbed by rumination, to 
allow of much diſcourſe upon the ſubject 
of my complaint; and a ſilence, almoſt 
VOL. IV. B uninter- 
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uninterrupted, gave her time to collect 
her defence, with that ſhrewdneſs and 


precaution which never failed to regu- 
late her conduct. 


In leſs than an hour we arrived within 
ſight of the ſplendid temple, where 
Juſtice held her ſcales under the ermine 
of Nobility. The extraordinary magni- 
ficence of the manſion, the ſpacious 
park, the number of domeſtics in live- 
ries laced with coronets, who uſhered us 
from room to room, threw a chilling 
preſentiment over my mind; and 1 
almoſt repented our having undertaken 
the expedition. The officer who had 
attended us, perceiving my ſurprize, 
informed me that I might depend on 
receiving the molt liberal treatment; 
for, ſaid he with a conſequential tone, 
«my Lord is very polite to people of 
reſpeQability ; and I never fail to expc- 
rience his civilities whenever 1 appear 
before him.” 

« Pray, 
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« Pray,” inquired Mrs. Ferret, 
« what is his Lordſhip's name?“ 

« Good woman, I anſwer no illegal 
queſtions,” ſaid Mr, Jenkins, 

c You are mighty cloſe indeed,” 
cried the inquiſitor : ©* but one never 
gets any thing from low people ; they 
haveten times more cunning than perſons 
of conſequence.” 

« Save your ſpeeches till you want 
them,” interrupted Jenkins: © they will 
only make againſt you, when things 
come to be explained: for, by your 
looks, youare but atickliſh ſort of a body, 
or I am miſtaken.” 

« Saucy varlet!” exclaimed Mrs. 
Ferret, © Your maſter would not pre- 
ſume to uſe ſuch language. A tickliſh 
ſort of a body, indeed] I am a woman 
of reputation, and not uſed to ſuch 
vulgar n | therefore let me 
ure no more of it.“ ba 
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4 THE FALSE FRIEND, 


« My Lord ſhall talk to you,” ſaid 
Jenkins; „for I never demean myſelf 
by being familiar with ſuſpected perſons : 
I leave that to greater people. I know 
my ſituation, and ſhall do my duty, let 
what will-come of it.” 


« You are an impertinent vagabond,” 


" faid Mrs. Ferret, „“ and, I dare ſwear, 


ſprung from nothing. Pray, how long 
have you been inveſted with the dignities 
of legal authority ? ] have ſeen your face 


before; and, if 1 miſtake not, you were 


then a menial— 

« Take care what you ſay,” inter- 
rupted Jenkins, opening his pocket- 
book, and beginning to write, Mrs. 
Ferret, regardleſs of his conduct, with 
increaſed vehernence continued: 

« I am come to ſomething indeed, 
when every Jack in office dares inſult 


| me | 2 


4 libel 1 ' exclaimed Jenkins, ſtill 
writing attentively. 
« ] defy 
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© I defy your power,” ſaid Mrs, 
Ferret: „ laugh at your authority; 


and if my Lord encourages ſuch inſo- 
lence, I will tell him that he is no 
better than he ſhould be, or I am a 
liar,” 

« I am a liar,” repeated Jenkins, 
writing the words, Mrs, Ferret con- 
tinued : | 

« And as for your conducting me 
hither, I deſpiſe it. I am above the 
laws,” 

* Above the laws,” murmured Jen- 
kins, without taking his eyes off his 
pencil. | 
] have not been of ſuch ſervice to 
my country, to be at laſt ſuſpected of 
diſhoneſty,” ſaid the priſoner, * have 
kept too good a watch upon the enemies 
of ſocial order, to crouch before varlets, 
and confeſs myſelf a culprit,” 


e And confeſs myſelf a culprit,” 
muttered Jenkins, 
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6 THE FALSE FRIEND. 


« When my Lord” appears, we ſhall 
ſee who will be innocent, and who will 
be proved guilty : and if I do not make 
an example of ſome folks, I rely on 
the juſtice of Heaven to puniſh me as J 


. deſerve.” 


«« Puniſh me as I deſerve,” repeated 
Jenkins, writing down the words. 

An hour paſſed in controverſy, when 
a ſervant, out of livery, informed us 
that Lord Arcot would be at leiſure in 
about twenty minutes. My Lord is 
engaged with his private ſecretary,” ſaid 
the domeſtic, and deſires that the ladies 
will take ſome refreſhment after their 
Journey.” 

« We are much obliged to his Lord- 
ſhip,” replied Mrs. Ferret, “ and I beg 
he will take his own time ; for perhaps 
he is occupied in affairs of importance, 
or we break in upon his domeſtic con- 
cerns, My Lord, I preſume, is mar- 


ried.” 
« Ide 
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« He is, madam,” replied the ſer- 


vant. 
ce J hope he has heirs to inherit this 


princely manſion,” continued the pri- 


ſoner. 

« Mind your own buſineſs,“ faid 
Jenkins, “ and remember that you 
never get any thing from low people,” 

« You are a familiar jackanapes,” 
replied Mrs. Ferret. Then turning to- 
wards the ſervant, ſhe added: * Pray, 
who and what 1s this fellow, that he 
preſumes to domineer over perſons of 
conſequence.” 

« When perſons of conſequence ſtoop 
to degrading actions, the very loweſt 
have a right to condemn them,“ ſaid 
Jenkins. The ſervant ſmiled, and 
quitted the room ; and Mary and I en- 


deavoured to beguile the time in ad- 


miring the ſplendours with which we 
were {urrounded. 
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The apartment was hung with 
roſe- coloured tabby, richly edged with 
an embroidery of flowers, in colours, 
upon a ſilver ground. The chairs and 
ſofas were made of the ſame materials: in 
the receſſes, which were lined with looking- 
glaſs, ſtood vaſes of white marble, inlaid 
with gold devices of various deſcriptions. 
On the chimney two rich luſtres met the 
eye, decorated with gems; and in the 
centre a baſket, compoſed entirely of 
pearls, was filled with artificial flowers 
of exquiſite beauty. The carpet was 
of velvet, and the ſofas adorned with 
{mall pillows ſtrongly perfumed with 
otta of roſes, While we were engaged 
in admiring this temple of profuſion, 


another. ſervant entered the room, to 
requeſt that Jenkins would attend Lord 
Arcot in his library. He alſo deſired 
that the ladies would retire to ſeparate 
apartments, till the cauſe of complaint 
ſhould be laid before his Lordſhip. 
Mrs. 
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Mrs. Ferret followed the ſervant ; Miſs 
Aſhgrove entered an adjoining room; 
and I remained alone in the ſcene of 
enchantment. I had not been many 
minutes ſeparated from my companions, 
when the door was opened, and Lord 
Arcot preſented himſelf; at the ſame 
moment exclaiming, * Prodigious | 
Miſs St. Leger! ls it poſſible ?” 

You will by this time perceive, my 
dear Frances, that the newly-made peer 
was no other than my old tormentor, 
Sir Hector Upas. My conſternation 
was unutterable. His Lordſhip obſerved 
it, and taking my hand with more free- 
dom than delicacy, he added, «© I am 
prodigiouſly delighted to find you at 
Aiberty, after what happened at Edg- 
ware; and I now hope that the viciſſi- 
tudes of adverſity have taught you to 
know your friends from your ene- 
mies.“ 
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ee The taſk is difficult, my Lord,” 
faid I, © while oſtentation can ſo plau- 
ſibly aſſume the ſemblance of genero- 
ſity.” Lord Arcot looked ſomewhat 
diſconcerted ; but, in a few moments 
recovering from his chagrin, he again 
addreſſed me: 

te By the character of the perſon who 
is your companion, I conclude that you 
are a priſoner ; that your crime is of a 
dangerous nature; and that you are in 
rather a perilous ſituation. Now, as I 
am diſpoſed to render you ſome ſervice 
in this diſagreeable dilemma, I truſt that, 
in return for my kindneſs, you will at 
leaſt he grateful.” 

« Your good intentions I acknowledge 
moſt readily,” faid I : © but you are 
altogether miſtaken reſpecting the mo- 
tive of my viſit. I am the injured 
perſon; the accuſer, not the accuſed.“ 


« Pro- 
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« Prodigious ! exclaimed Lord Ar- 
cot: „ then who is criminal? Some- 


body muſt be guilty, or Jenkins would 


not be your companion.“ 

« The woman, whoſe name 1s Ferret, 
has defrauded me of ſeveral valuable 
trinkets, and robbed me of papers that 
are more precious than my exiſtence.” 

« Of papers !” ſaid Lord Arcot, con- 
tracting his brows, and ſtroking his 
chin. What ſpecies of papers?“ 

« Of the moſt intereſting,” anſwered 
I; * ſuch as muſt determine my happi- 
neſs or miſery for ever.” 

« I comprehend you clearly,” ſaid 
Lord Arcot : © they contained opinions 
too enlarged, and too freely expreſſed, 
for the ſafety of the writer in theſe times 
of ſuſpicion :” 

« Pardon me, my Lord: they were 
not of a political nature, interrupted 1, 
« By whom were they written?“ 

« I cannot tell,” 
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© To whom?“ ſaid Lord Arcot. 

« ] do not know,” anſwered I. 

„ Prodigiouſly ſingular !” cried his 
Lordſhip, again ſettling his features into 
an inquiſitorial ſeverity, 

« How many papers were there 
in the packet ?” 

cc I cannot ſay. I never opened it.“ 

* Towhom were they addreſſed ?” 

« To her whom they may concern.” 

« How came they into Mrs. Ferret's 
poſſeſſion ?” E 

« From an unknown hand.” 

« Then by what right do you claim 
them as your property ? 25 

« They once were mine; but through 
a combination of events, I loſt them.” 

“ thought you ſaid that you did not 
know their contents,” cried Lord Arcot. 
% Your evidence is prodigiouſly equi- 
vocal: but I am till diſpoſed to ſerve 

you, if you will be grateful.” 


40 My 
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c My Lord, I require nothing but 
Juſtice, ſuch as the laws will allow, and 
the injuries I have ſuſtained demand.” 

« Juſtice has nothing to do with 
private friendſhip,” replied Lord Arcot. 
« Your retribution will depend on 
your own conduct. I have, not far 
off, a ſmall houſe, retired and con- 
venient: thither I counſel you to go: 
I will queſtion the offender, and wait on 
you in a few hours with the reſult of 
her examination.” Then pointing from 
the window towards a neat white cot- 
tage on the ſkirts of a riſing foreſt, not 
more than a mile diſtant, he informed 
me, that was the choſen ſpot. There,” 
ſaid he, „you may in ſafety await my 
deciſion ; and you may depend both on 
my zeal and my friendſhip, that it ſhall 
be in your favour,” 

« My Lord, I do not comprehend 
you,” ſaid I: © the favour you would 
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14 THE FALSE FRIEND, 


beſtow, if it be incompatible with juſtice, 
I diſdain to accept; I demand an imme- 
diate inveſtigation of the buſineſs. If I 
have accuſed the woman wrongfully, let 
me ſuffer the humiliation which wall 
attend my error. If ſhe is guilty, 

I require that ſhe be puniſhed.” 
„Why, look ye, Miſs St. Leger,” 
replied Lord Arcot, «„ Mrs, Ferret is 
no ſtranger to me: ſhe is a very uſeful 
and a very valuable member of ſociety. 
Her vigilance is rather commendable 
than faulty; and in theſe times the 
ſharper we look out the better. The 
papers, by your own confeſſion, have a 
very myſterious tendency. They came 
from nobody knows whom ; they were 
written nobody can tell for what ; and 
they were alſo addreſſed to nobody: 
therefore, till it can be proved whom 
they concern, nobody has a right to 
-laim them. This being the caſe, they 
| may 
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may as well be deemed her property, as 
yours, or mine, or any body's, for 
aught I can ſee to the contrary.“ 

This wiſe argument evinced the judg- 
ment and diſcrimination of the noble 
Peer, and I could ſcarcely refrain from 
ſmiling ; but Lord Arcot loſt nothing of 
his conſequential mien, as he uttered his 
ſagacious deciſion ; while I ſtood before 
him, mute with diſappointment. 

After a ſhort reverie, I rang the bell, 
and deſired a ſervant to inform my com- 
panions, that Lord Arcot was ready to 
receive them. The meſſage was con- 
veyed as I requeſted; and in a few 
minutes Miſs Aſhgrove, Mrs. Ferret, 
and Mr, Jenkins, entered the apart- 
ment. By the intelligent looks which 
paſſed between Lord Arcot and the 
priſoner, I anticipated a deciſion in her 
favour ; at the ſame time that I obſerved 
her glancing revenge and. indignation 
inceſſantly 
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16 THE FALSE FRIEND. 


inceſſantly towards the unſuſpecting 
Jenkins, 

Lord Arcot, finding me reſolute in 
my purpoſe, and vexed beyond his 
patience at my conduct, now began to 
interrogate Mrs. Ferret. Her anſwers 
were artfully evaſive. She lamented 
that the papers were loſt, becauſe ſhe 
did not queſtion their great political 
importance. She expatiated largely on 
the dangers to which ſhe was expoſed for 
her enthuſiaſtic loyalty ; and, while ſhe 
execrated the ſpirit of diſcontent which 
hourly ſpread its baneful influence over 
the univerſe, ſhe could not help pitying 
thoſe deluded mortals, who buſted them- 
ſelves in affairs which ſhould be governed 
only by the higheſt and the wiſeſt of the 
human race! This ſpeech was uttered 
in an enflated rone, and accompanied by 
an inclination of the head, which proved 


that the compliment was intended for 
Lord 
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Lord Arcot : and as flattery, even from 


the baſe, is acceptable to little minds, 


the weight of this laboured panegyric 
cauſed the ſcale of juſtice to preponderate 
in her favour. 

Mrs. Ferret, availing herſelf of the 
propitious moment, now directed the 
artillery of revenge againſt poor Jenkins. 
« My Lord,” ſaid ſhe, taking the 
lacquey of the law moſt illegally by the 
collar, © this jackall, this vagabond, 
this ſtaff-bearing, heel-hunting, knave- 
ſcaring varlet, has treated me moſt 
indignantly.“ 

« My Lord, ſhe has wickedly and 


feloniouſly robbed this young lady of 


ſundry valuables,” ſaid Jenkins, bowing 
obſequiouſly. She is an extortioner 
and an impoſtor, and deſerves to be 
ſent to jail, my Lord, if there is ſuch a 
thing as law againſt vagrants.” 

« That is as I pleaſe,” ſaid Lord 
Arcot. © Who taught you to judge 
upon 
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13 THE FALSE FRIEND, 


upon matters of ſuch importance ? 
What have you to do but to obey the 
commands of your ſuperiors? If ſuch 
fellows as you begin to talk, what will 
become of the higher orders?“ 

„ My Lord, ſhe called me a me- 
nial.“ 

« Well, and a then : this is a land 

of liberty, and every ſubje& is free to 
ſpeak.” 
So I ſaid, my Lord,” interrupted 
Jenkins; © but ſhe would not hear me; 
and if I was born in a land of liberty, 
why am I to be ſilenced any more than 
my betters? Great folks, like your 
Lordſhip, that want nothing, have no 
occaſion to grumble : but if you pinch a 
pig, why, he'll ſqueak ; and by the ſame 
rule, ſo would your Lordſhip.” 

&« Jenkins, have a care what you ſay,” 
cried Lord Arcot. © You ſhall find that 
I am a friend to ſubordination, Jenkins; 
and that I never countenance informers : 
beſides, 
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beſides, Jenkins, you know that I ſet 
my face againſt freedom of ſpeech.” 

« Then I don't wonder at your fright- 


ening folks into filence,” replied the 
honeſt fellow: © but what would you 


ſay, my Lord, if I called you a vagabond 
and a varlet, and ſet you at defiance 

« Prove your words,” cried Mrs. 
Ferret contemptuouſly. 

« And ſoI will,” ſaid Jenkins, taking 
, out his pocket-book, and preſenting it 
to Lord Arcot : „ there is my defence,” 
ſaid he, * and] will ſtand to it, let what 
will betide me.” Lord Arcot opened 
the leaf, and with an audible voice read 
theſe lines: 

© Jam a liar—above the laws—and 
confeſs myſelf a culprit—puniſh me as I 
deſerve.” 

ce Jenkins! Jenkins! what is this I 
ſee ? exclaimed Lord Arcot. A con- 
feſſion of guilt under your own hand.” 

The 
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20 THE FALSE FRIEND, 


The ſimple conſtable, alarmed for his 
perſonal ſafety, now forgot the object of 
his accuſation, and with all the humility 
of conſcious error, entreated that Lord 
Arcot would diſmiſs the matter: but 
his chapter of perplexities was verging 
to a climax; for on my again demanding 
my jewels from Mrs. Ferret, ſhe boldly 
denied the charge, and, without heſi- 
tation, declared that ſhe entertained no 
doubt but Jenkins was the perſon who 
had ſtolen them. 

The poor fellow was ry over- 
whelmed with rage and reſentment. 
His colour changed; his whole frame 
trembled. Mark his countenance,”* 
cried Mrs, Ferret: © ſee how pale he 
looks: I would venture to bet my exiſt- 
ence, that he is guilty.” Lord Arcot 
rang the bell, and a ſervant entered the 
room. © Search that fellow,” ſaid his 
Lordſhip. Jenkins was too much 
| ſurpriſed 
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ſurpriſed to reſiſt; till, in a few mo- 
ments, the watch and jewels were pro- 
duced from his coat- pocket.“ 

ce Prodigious !” exclaimed Lord Ar- 
cor. 

« You ſee, my Lord, what degree of 
dependence may be placed on Miſs 
St. Leger's evidence,” ſaid Mrs, Ferret 
with an exulting ſmile ; while the aſto- 
niſhed Jenkins ſeemed petrified with 
horror. At this inſtant we were ſtartled 
by a ſudden ſhriek from Miſs Aſhgrove, 
who had, during the examination, taken 
her ſeat near the balcony-window. I 
flew towards her; but ſhe had ſunk 
Back in her chair, and was, to appear- 
ance, lifeleſs. The cauſe of this alarm- 
ing event was unknown to all preſent, 
excepting herſelf, and ſhe was incapable 
of revealing it. My terror was only to 
be equalled by my forrow : I aſſiſted 
Lord Arcot in conveying her to the 
ſofa; and, by the fixed paleneſs of her 
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countenance, I concluded that her ſcene 
of ſorrow was now cloſed for ever, 
Several efforts were ineffectually made 
to renew the ſuſpended circulation ; till 
with the aid of two female ſervants, in 
a ſhort time after, Mary was, by Lord 
Arcot's requeſt, removed to a chamber. 

I now inquired whether Lady Arcot 
was in the houſe ; for I longed ardently 
to ſee her, and to claim once more thoſe 
proofs of generous protection, which I 
had experienced at different periods of 
my exiſtence. The ſervant informed 
me that her Ladyſhip was gone to viſit a 
friend, who reſided only a few miles from 
 Arcot-Hall ; and that ſhe was expected 
home to dinner : this intelligence con- 
ſoled me, while I experienced the 
additional ſatisfaction of once more 
hearing the voice, and beholding the 
opening eyes of the amiable Mary. 

A torrent of tears recalled that ani- 


mation which only ſubjected her heart 
to 
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to a more acute fenſe of agony. Ah, 
Frances ! how deſirable 1s that moment 


which terminates the miſeries of exiſt- 
ence: how vain, how uſeleſs is the ſhield 


of Reaſon, when it covers a breaſt that 
is devoted to misfortune ! 


I entreated Miſs Aſhgrove to compoſe 
her mind as much as poſſible, and aſſured 
her that ſne had every thing gentle and 
benignant to expect from the attentions 
of Lady Arcot. Let us inſtantly 
depart,” ſaid ſhe: © let us fly from a 
trial which will maſter all my fortitude.” 

* To-morrow we will proceed on our 
journey, anſwered I. 


« To-morrow will be too late ; this 
night I muſt be gone. Oh, Gertrude!“ 
added ſhe, with a look ſtrongly expreſ- 
ſive of mental agony, * have ſeen the 
barbarous, the ungrateful Somerton.” 

« Heavens !” is it poſſible ?” faid I, 
ſtarting from her pillow. 
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He paſſed beneath the balcony on 
horſeback ; and turning ſhort round the 
right wing of the houſe, I ſcarcely con- 
vinced my ſenſes that they were not de- 
ceived, before I again loſt fight of him, 
Gertrude, how ſhall I deſcribe the ſen- 
ſations of my heart, while aſtoniſhment 
overpowered the recollection of his paſt 
unkindneſs.” While ſhe ſpoke, the 
chamber-door was ſoftly opened by Lady 
Arcot's femme de chambre, who came to 
inform us that her Ladyſhip's groom 
had brought a verbal meſſage, ſaying 
ſhe ſhould not return till late in the 
evening. I now conjured Miſs Aſh- 
grove to tranquillize her mind ; ſent my 
excuſes for remaining during the reſt of 
the day in the chamber of my friend; 
and juſt as the neighbouring village clock 
ſtrikes twelve, Icloſe my long letter with 
an aſſurance of unalterable friendſhip. 
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LETTER LXXXIII. 


The Same to the Same. 


Auguſt 10, 1797. 
Tur hours till morning ſtole on in 
extreme anxiety: Mary was feveriſh and 
reſtleſs; ſhe frequently attempted to 
ſpeak of Somerton ; but the convullive 
perturbation which attended the effort 
as often compelled her to relinquiſh it. 
As ſoon as the dawn appeared, notwith- 
ſtanding her feeble and exhauſted ſtate, 
ſhe propoſed ſetting out for Briſtol ; and 
1 aflured her that the moment I could 
obtain an interview with Lady Arcot, 
and make my acknowledgments to her 
huſband for the aſylum they had afforded 


us, I would readily and zealouſly attend 
her. 
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26 THE FALSE FRIEND, 


At nine o'clock I ſent a meſſage to 
her Ladyſhip, informing her that I was 
impatient for the pleaſure of an inter- 
view; and that, as ſoon as ſhe quitted 
her chamber, I would fly to embrace 
her. The ſervant departed with ala- 
crity ; and I dreſſed myſelf as: ſpeedily 
as poſſible, eagerly hoping once more 
to ſee a friend, fo valued and fo re- 
ſpeed. 


I waited for Lady Arcot's anlwer 
with the utmoſt impatience, Half an 
hour elapſed, but no ſummons either 
relieved my anxiety or gratified my 
feelings. A variety of conjectures em- 
ployed my thoughts during this tedious 
interval. Surely, thought I, the ami- 
able, the generous Lady Upas is not 
changed by the dazzling height to which 
ſhe has been exalted ; ſhe 1s too nobly- 
minded, too liberal, to aſſume a conſe- 


quence from adventitious honours, or 
to 


THE FALSE FRIEND, 27 


to diſplaya profuſion of dignities and for- 
tune merely for the pleaſure of hum- 
bling the unhappy. She is not one of 
thoſe beings who pride themſelves upon 
the bleſſings they enjoy, merely becauſe 
they afford them the means of triumph- 
ing over the victims of oppreſſion; or 
who, wrapped in the ſoft garb of eaſe 
or affluence, pretend to cenſure thoſe 
leſs favoured, but more illuſtrious natures, 
which are awake to all the claims of 
feeling and generolity. + 


Another hour paſſed without my re- 
ceiving any meſſage from Lady Arcot; 
and I again rang the bell, ro know 
whether ſhe had yet quitted her cham- 
ber. The ſame ſervant who had deli- 
vered my meſſage re-entered the room; 
but her manner was totally changed 
ſince I had laſt ſeen her. The eager 
alacrity, the overacted zeal of obſequi- 
ous attention, had wholly vaniſhed ; and 
in its place, looks marked by contempr, 
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28 THE FALSE FRIEND. 


with words briefly and peeviſhly uttered, 
excited my aſtoniſhment. 

ce Well, what a ringing you keep?“ 
faid the impertinent woman. Why 
don't you come down to breakfaſt? it 
has been waiting long enough, God 
knows.” 

& Has Lady Arcot quitted her cham- 
ber?“ 

« Long ago,” replied the Abigail; 
te and has been out on horſcback more 
than an hour.” 

« Did you deliver my meſſage to her 
Ladyſhip ?” ſaid J. 

« To be ſure I did; and ſhe ſaid there 
was no anſwer required.“ 

« Does Lady Arcot know who I am, 
and the cauſe of my making her this 
viſit?” 

O, yes; my Lady knows you well 
enough; but ſhe does not defire to ſce 
you: for ſhe wondered what buſineſs 
my Lord had to offer you a bed without 
her 


2 
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her knowledge; and ſaid that there were 
inns and lodgings enough in the neigh- 
bourhood, without making ſuch a rumpus 
in our family. And, to tell youthe truth, 
Jam of my Lady's opinion; for ſuch 
viſitors are more plague than profit at 
any time.“ 

I was overwhelmed with chagrin and 
mortification. For Heaven's fake, 
let us go immediately,” ſaid Miſs Aſh» 
grove, 

« Aye, you had better ſet out ſoon,” 
ſaid the epitome of unfeeling greatneſs ; 
de for I told my Lady that you was 
dangerouſly ill, and ſhe ſaid that ſhe 
would not have you die in her houſe for 
all the univerſe.” 


« Merciful God! is it poſſible that 
the petty diſtinctions of rank can fo 
degenerate the human ſoul?” ſaid I. 
e Can a bauble, added to the tinſel 
enſigns of Nobility, dazzle the eyes of 
thinking and enlightened beings, per- 
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vert their natures, and, while they fancy 
themſelves exalted, hurl them to a level 
even with the baſeſt?“ 

Think no more of it,” ſaid Mary, 


taking my hand, as ſhe f-ebly roſe from 


her bed: „“ the virtues of your mind, 
Gertrude, will tower above ſuch rep- 
tiles; and I only lament, that on my 
account you have been expoſed to ſuch 
humiliations.“ 

« You have expoſed yourſelf,” ſaid 
the Abigail, © in attempting to wrong ſo 
worthy a woman as Mrs, Ferret, by your 


trumped: up ſtory about your jewels and 


your improbable nonſenſe. My Lady 
knows Mrs. Ferret, and has a great 
eſteem for her; and wonders at your ef- 
frontery in daring to accuſe her of ſuch 
infamous conduct, But your malice 
has recoiled upon yourſelf : for Mrs. 
Ferret had written a letter, and recom- 
mended you to my Lady as a travelling 


companion on her journey to Italy; and 
had 


THE FALSE FRIEND. Ir. 


had you not forfeited her protection, fhe 
would have taken you into her ſervice.” 
now remembered Mrs. Ferret's pro- 
poſal, and found a new ſource of ſorrow: 
while I reflected, that every ſcheme of 
happineſs, which had preſented. pro- 
pitious proſpects, failed at the moment 
when they appeared molt flattering. 

„Will Lady Arcot return ſoon ?” 
ſaid I, again addreſſing her femme de 
chambre. 

«© That is quite uncertain,“ anſwered 
ſhe : © my Lady always rides two or 
three hours before dinner, and ſome- 
times "does not return till the evening. 
You need not wait; for it is ten to one 


that you cannot ſee her, come when ſhe 


will, My Lady is very cautious who 
ſhe admits to her preſence, and parti- 


cularly when people come thruſting: 


themſelves into the houſe without an 


invitation.“ 
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*I ſuppoſe I can fee Lord Arcot,” 
fald I, 

That is not my buſineſs,” replied 
the woman. My department is about 
my Lady's perſon: I have no concerns 
with my Lord.) 

« Is Mr. Somerton ſtill in the houſe?“ 
inquired Miſs Aſhgrove with a voice 
feeble and faltering. 

« No: he always attends my Lady 
in her morning rides ; ſhe ſeldom goes 
any where without him.” Mary's pale 
cheek was faintly fluſhed ; and, with 
quivering lips, ſhe inquired, * How 
| long has he been a viſitor ?” 

« Not many days; Mr. Somerton 
has been very ill, and confined to his 
chamber in London, My Lady went 
twice to town on purpoſe to ſee him; 
for he thinks that there is not ſuch a 
woman in the world as my Lady 
Arcot.“ 


« Indeed 
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tc Indeed!“ cried Mary in a tone 
ſcarcely audible. “ And he purpoſes. 
remaining here ſome time longer ?” 

« He will ſtay till the family ſets out 
for the continent ; for he 1s to go with: 
us. My Lady would not conſent to 
quit England on any other conditions ; 
for Mr. Somerton is a great favourite.“ 

« So ] fear!“ ſighed Miſs Aſhgrove, 
leaning on my arm; for ſhe had not 
{ſtrength to ſupport herſelf on receiving. 
this intelligence. 

« will thank you to ſend a ſervant 
for a chaiſe,” ſaid I, © We will fet out 
for Briſtol immediately.” 
et is only a pleaſant walk of a mile 
to the next inn,” replied the woman : 
« but ſome kinds of people are fond of 
giving trouble.“ 


foot,“ ſaid I : 4 I will therefore thank 
you to do as I deſire you.” 


C 5 6 Aye 


„K«% — — K„öͥ ͥß22⸗ñũůũö — 
e 


« My friend is too ill to proceed on 


2 8 * 
„ 2 > — — 


= - * a 1 
PRI IN 


34 THE FALSE FRIEND, 


« Aye, thanks are the only rewards 
we get from folks of your deſcription,” 
replied the femme de chambre. © But, 
in order that you may be off before my 
Lady returns, I will nevertheleſs oblige 
you; for my Lady faid that ſhe hoped 
you would be gone.” 

« You ſlander Lady Arcot,” ſaid IT: 
« the cannot be ſo changed ſince laſt I 
ſaw her: there muſt be ſome myſte- 
rious cauſe for this inhoſpitable treat- 
ment; and were not the health and repoſe 
of my dear friend at ſtake, I would inſiſt 
on ſeeing your Lady, to demand an 
explanation.” The Abigail ſmiled ; 
and ſhutting the door with a concuſſion 
which ſhook the houſe to its centre, 
quitted the chamber. 


Mary propoſed deſcending to the 
breakfaſt-room ; but I entreated her not 
to hazard a ſecond view of the unworthy 
Somerton. I dreaded the conſequences 
of 
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of a meeting at the moment when ſhe 
ſtood on the very margin of her grave; 
and I looked with impatience for the 
arrival of her father, feeling the neceſ- 


ſity of her having a protector now more 


than ever. 
On inquiry I found that Mrs. Ferret 


had ſet out for London early in the 


morning ; that poor Jenkins had made 
his eſcape during the confuſion which 


ſucceeded Mary's ſudden alarm; and 
that my watch and jewels were left in 
the poſſeſſion of Lord Arcot, to be 
reſtored to me previous to my de- 


parture. 


My mind was intently occupied, while 


we were waiting for the chaiſe, in rumi- 


nations on the conduct of Lady Arcot. 


All the ingenuity of ſuggeſtion could 


not afford any probable cauſe for ſuch 
rade-and-unexampled behaviour. I had 
known the charming, the lovely Lady 
Upas, as one of the moſt ineſtimable 
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of women: ſhe had protected me againſt 
an hoſt of enemies; ſuſtained my ſinking 
fortitude, when calumny aſſailed me; 
patronized, and afforded me an aſylum, 
even in defiance of the world's opinion ; 
and promiſed never to withdraw her 
friendſhip, while I proved worthy of 
poſſeſſing it. Added to theſe reflec- 
tions, memory preſented a new ſource 
of aſtoniſhment. Lady Upas had ever 
been correct in her domeſtic conduct. 
She had uniformly reprobated the liber- 
tine manners of her faſhionable female 
aſſociates ; and profeſſed an invincible 
abhorrence of thoſe houſehold reptiles, 
who enjoy the favours of a wife at the 
expence of an huſband's honour. Yet, 
by the ambiguous tone and confident 
ſmiles of her femme de chambre, the 
profligate, the licentious Somerton was 


at once ami de la maiſon, and the abulcr 
of its hoſpitality, 


We 
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We waited a conſiderable time, but 
finding no chaiſe arrive, I requeſted Mary 
to remain in her room, while I deſcend- 
ed to make inquiries reſpecting its delay. 


J had ſcarcely reached the hall when 1 


met Lord Arcot's valet de chambre, who 
with a civil demeanour deſired me to vi- 
fir the library where his Lord waited to 


reſtore my watch and jewels. Reluc- 


tantly I obeyed ; and on entering the 
room my eyes inſtantly met thoſe of the 
nabob. He was ſeated on a ſuperb 
chintz ſofa, richly ornamented with green 
and gold fringe : the canopy, over which 
two Cupids ſuſpended wreathes of arti- 
ficial roſes, crowned an extenſive pannel 
of looking glaſs, forming the entire back 
of this luxurious reſting- place. His 
dreſs was a morning-gown of the fineſt 
embroidered white muſlin, lined with 
pale lilac, and trimmed with Bruflels 
lace : on an ivory-table, inlaid with gold, 
ſtood his hooka : at his feet, a vaſe, filled 


with 
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with aromatic gums, ſent forth the moſt 
fragrant perfume, as the ſmoke roſe in 
columns to the ceiling. i 

The Oriental magnificence which 
marked every thing around me, only 
ſerved to contraſt the prominent object, 
and to render him more than diſguſting. 
The ſaffron- tinted complexion and un- 
couth form, acquired no graces from the 
taſteful back- ground which the ſcene 
preſented ; but as de formed perſons ge- 
ne rally adopt thoſe ornaments which ren- 
der their defects more ſtrikingly conſpi- 
cuous, ſo did Lord Arcot decorate his 
unwieldy figure with the moſt delicately- 
choſen habiliments; while he, like the 
deſtructive poppy, diſplayed his gaudy 
trappings, a loathſome weed amidit the 
profuſion. of nature. 

Perceiving the. mute aſtoniſhment 
which filled my mind, the ennobled na- 
bob grew doubly conſequential : he 
made me a-ſignal to fit down, by wav- 

ing 
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THE FALSE FRIEND, 39 
ing his hand, and then pointing to a 
chair ; while his head, thrown back upon 
his ſhoulders, preſented his chin in nearly 
an horizontal poſition. Scarcely able to | 
refrain from laughing, I took my ſeat, ' b 
while his Lordſhip, puffing his odorife- ''Þ 
rous hooka almoſt between every word i 
he uttered, thus addreſſed me: 

« I am prodigiouſly delighted in hav- 
ing the power to convince you of my 
good intentions, notwithſtanding the im 
propriety and ingratitude of your con- 
duct. The good woman whom you fo 
indiſcreetly accuſed of having robbed. 
you, being a particular friend of my 
Lady Areot's, is acquitted of every cri» 
minal charge. The evidence was too 
feeble to admit of proceedings, legal ; 
and the confidence which is placed in 
her by perſons of the higheſt rank, is an 
incontrovertible.proof that ſhe cannot be 
guilty, With regard to the poor vaga- 
bond, JOE he ought to fuffer for his 
raſcality; 
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raſcality ; becauſe nobody cares what be- 
comes of ſuch beggarly riff-raff. But 
as you ſaid that the jewels were in Mrs. 
Ferret's poſſeſſion, and as we found them 
in the pockets of the delinquent, there 
remained not a doubt but they muſt 
have been removed by ſome unknown. 
means: till the fact, and the method of 
committing it, be clearly aſcertained, 
Jenkins cannot be charged with felo- 
niouſly ſtealing them.“ 

Jam convinced that the articles 
your Lordſhip mentions were conveyed 
into Jenkins's pocket during our jour- 
ney,” ſaid I; „for Mrs. Ferret fat next 
to him, and had the moſt convenient 
opportunity thereby of ſhaking off the 
ſhame due to her crime, by caſting the 
edium upon an innocent perſon: for, that 
ſhe deſerves puniſhment, 1s equally cer- 
tain, as It is ſhameful that ſhe has been 
permitted to eſcape it.” 


« That 
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« That is not your buſineſs,” inter- 
rupted Lord Arcot ; © therefore I ſhall 
not demean myſelf by condeſcending to 
diſcuſs it. It was my Lady's defire that 
Mrs. Ferret ſhould be permitted to de- 
part: and as for the poor ſcoundrel, he 
did not wait for his diſmiſſion; for fel- 
lows of his low lineage are often apt to 
think for themſelves ; which, in my opi- 
nion, is prodigiouſly inſolent.“ 

I ſmiled, 1 believe contemptuouſly. 
Lord Arcot continued : 

© Therefore, as you will again poſſeſs 
the jewels, and as nobody dares own hav- 
ing the papers, I think the wiſeſt thing 
you can do, is to make up your mind to 
the matter. Law is a dangerous weapon 
when it is in the hands of the vulgar, 
Mrs. Ferret is a moſt reſpectable and 
valuable member of fociety ; ſhe would 
therefore certainly eſcape. The poor 
rogue would probably ſwing ; becauſe 
nobody would vouch for his character.” 
ce Heaven 
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« Heaven ſhield the children of po- 
verty from ſuch diſcriminations,” ſaid 1. 

« Why, the fact is, that property is 
the bulwark of reputation,” cried Lord 
Arcot; © and ugly actions will wear new 
features, when they are maſked in gold: 
while your petty, pilfering, vagabondiſ- 
ing ragamuffins, diſplay their bare-faced 
crimes in all their native deformity.” 1 
fighed, and ſhook my head, but made no 
comment. 

Lord Arcot now opened a ſmall am- 
ber cabinet which ſtood near the ſofa, 
and taking a ſealed parcel from one of the 
drawers, preſented it to me. © There 
are your jewels,” ſaid he; © and I truſt 
that you will find them ſafe.” I bowed 
and thanked him, He now approached 
me, and modulating his tone of voice to 
a whining plaintiveneſs, he added; * Ah, 
Gertrude! Idol of my foul! Would to 
Heaven that all the treaſures of the 
Eaſtern world could purchaſe ſuch a 


jewel as yourſelf!” 
L ET I ſtarted 
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I ſtarted from my feat, and would 
have quitted the room ; but the effort 
-was ineffectual; his Lordſhip threw hts 
arms about me, and detained me. I 
ſhrieked, and in a few moments Lady 
Arcot ruſhed into the apartment. 

Frances, how ſhall I deſcribe the feel- 
ings of my heart, when, in the wife of 
my perſecutor, I beheld the deteſted 
Emma Cecil! My conſternation was 
vnutterable ; and I ſhould have ſunk to 
the earth with confuſion, had not the 
ſound of her voice again rouſed me to 
exert my fortitude, 

«© This is prodigiouſly unlucky,” ſaid 
the Nabob, | 

« My Lord, I command you to be 
gone !” cried Lady Arcot, with a look 
at once imperious and ſcornful. Then, 
turning towards me, ſhe added; © You, 
Madam, I will detain till I have Lord 
Denmore's orders how I ſhall diſpoſe 
of you,” She now rang the bell; and 

on 
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on the ſervant's entering the room, 
ſhe laid faſt hold on my arm“ Aſſiſt 
me in confining this maniac,” ſaid her 
Ladyſhip, till ſuch time as ſhe can be 
conveyed to a place of ſecurity.” The 
ſervant obeyed, and I was hurried into 
an adjoining room, from whence I Was 
conveyed up a narrow ſtaircaſe, to a 
chamber on the attic ſtory. 

The door was locked on the outſide ; 
and I was left to meditate on the ſingu- 
larity of the outrage which I had expe- 
rienced. My diſtreſs was infinite; but 
as ſoon as I recovered from the ſurpriſe 
which attended this adventure, I began 
to exert all my ſtrength to force the door 
of the apartment. Vain was the effort. 
The barrier was formed for ſecurity, by 
being plated with iron, and faſtened with 
a ſecret ſpring, both ſtrong and complex. 
I therefore threw myſelf into a chair, and 
reſigned myſelf to my ſituation. 


My 
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My thoughts now dwelt on the diſtreſs 
which Miſs Aſhgrove would ſuffer, ſup- 
poſing that I had deſerted her at a mo- 
ment fo intereſting. I could not refrain 
from tears when I recollected her ſitua- 
tion, in ſickneſs and deſpair, under the 
roof with the abandoned Somerton, and 
the no leſs infamous Lady Arcot. Two 
hours paſſed in the moſt profound reve- 


rie, when I heard light footiteps aſcend— 


ing the ſtairs towards my priſon. My 
heart palpitated with reviving hope; 
and I approached the door to liſten, 
when a voice whiſpered; * Take cou- 
rage, and you ſhall ſoon be ſet at liberty.” 
I thanked the unknown viſitor, and re- 
queſted that he would bring me a pencil 
and ſome writing paper, which might be 
conveyed under the door of the apart- 


ment. He promiſed to obey, and in a 


* 4 - 


few moments I was prepared with the* * 
means of writing this letter; which, hav» 
ing thrown myſelf on my bed during the 

—— hours 
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hours of darkneſs, I conclude early in the 
morning. I truſt, that by ſome fortunzte 
means I may be enabled to diſpatch it, 
in caſe my tyrant ſhould determine to 
execute her menace : but believe, that 
whatever my deſtiny may be, I ſhall re- 
main yours affectionately. 


LETTER LXXXIV. 


The Same to the Same. 


Auguſt 11, 1797. 

Tae whole day has paſſed, and it is now 
near ſun-ſet; yet I have experienced no 
change in my ſituation. I feel little 

anxiety reſpecting my own fate, but my 
heart is painfully agitated for the ſafety 
of Miſs Aſhgrove. 1 find, by a large 
iron receſs in the corner of my room, 


that the ſtrong double door was deſigned 
| as 
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as a ſecurity for the plate cheſt; and 
that the houſekeeper's chamber 1s alſo 
adjoining. I have received two viſits 
from my unknown friend, and he has 
aſſured me, that he will meke every ef- 
fort to procure my emancipation. I have 
alſo another hope of reſource in the ſym- 
pathy of a female ſervant, who has pro- 
mifed to convey my letters to the poſt 
during my confinement. She allo in- 
forms me, that Miſs Aſhgrove has not 
quitted her bed ſince yeſterday morning ; 
that ſhe refuſes every kind of nouriſh- 
ment; and that ſhe awaits the arrival of 
her father, to whom ſhe has written, with 
the utmoſt impatience. 

The evening 1s ſerene ; the ſun ſets 
in a clear and glowing horizon ; the 
woods, above which my window riſes, 
are tinged with the crimſon reflection of 
the ſky, and the proſpect on every fide 
is luxuriouſly varied. How magically 
ſoothing are the beauties of nature ! how 

irre ſiſtibly 
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irreſiſtibly do they ſoften and refine the 
heart, even at the moment when it is 
ſickening with ſorrow ! 

Day cloſes rapidly ; the grey ſhadows 
of twilight ſteal over the landſcape, and 
my chamber every moment becomes 
more darkened. I fear that I am del- 
tined to paſs another night in this tedious 
ſolitude. At all events I will not cloſe 
my letter till to-morrow. 


Auguſt 12. 


I RESUME my pen; but ah, Frances 
with an agitation of ſovl that is not to be 
deſcribed. Mary, the gentle friend, the 
companion of my misfortunes, was this 
morning removed by order of Lady 
Arcot to the cottage near the park; 
where ſhe is now lodged, without the 
fainteſt hope of recovery, She knows 
how I am ſituated ; but ſhe is in too 
feeble a ſtate to travel; and ſhe counts 
the moments with agonizing ſolicitude, 


till her father ſhall arrive to reſcue me. 
From 
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From my lofty window I can diſtin- 
guiſh the chamber where this amiable 


girl is, I fear, deſtined to periſh, What 


ſide ! what horrors do they excite ! what 
agonies inflict on my withering and al- 
moſt broken heart 

Not an hour ſince, I ſaw Lord and 
Lady Melcomb croſs the park in an 
open carriage. I have alſo diſcovered 
that an expreſs has been diſpatched to 
deſire Lord Denmore's immediate at- 
tendance. What trials have I to en- 
counter! Heaven grant me patience ! 

I am interrupted by the ſound of foot- 
ſteps near my chamber, I liſtea— 

A folded paper is conveyed under 
the door. I am impatient to examine 
I, — 

Frances! my joy is undeſcribable ! 
The kind, the generous friend, who has 
ſympathized in my ſorrows, informs me 


that he has by ſtratagem obtained the 
VOL, IV, - key 
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key of my apartment, and at midnight 


will effect my emancipation. —Bleſlings, 
bleſſings on the benignant ſpirit which 
actuates his conduct, and awakens my 
deſponding ſoul to renovated woes of 
freedom. 

Mary is ſtill living. In a few hours I 
ſhall be enabled to judge more decidedly 
on her ſituation. I doubt, I fear, I 
tremble, while J look forward with the 
moſt torturing anxiety. I am now within 
thirty miles of Denmore Caſtle. If ſhe 
is able to endure the journey, we will in- 
ſtantly haſten thither. Lord Denmore 


cannot, he will not ſpurn from his door 


ſo amiable, ſo gentle a wanderer. If he 
ſhould perſevere in his unkind reſent- 
ment, I have ſtill every thing to hope 
from the philanthropy of the good cu- 
rate. The dear romantic parſonage 
ſhall be our calm aſylum ; I ſhall there 
once more behold— 


—- I ſhudder !— 


— The 


a. 
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re monument of the Denmore 
family ! 
Why does the blood recoil from my 
heart at the idea? Frances, remember 
my prediction: there, here I ſhall find 
repoſe ! 

How anxiouſly do I wait for the pe- 
riod of my departure ; how tardily does 
time move when ſorrow lingers through 
the hours of expectation. Yet why do 
I look forward with eagerneſs ?* why 
pant for the moment which will releaſe 
me from one calamity, only to expoſe 
my aching boſom to new trials of viciſ- 
ſitude ? I ſhall perhaps quit this lonely 
apartment, and eſcape from the inſolent 
outrage which Lady Arcot has dared put 
in practice; but ſhall I not behold a dear 
friend on the bed of death, if not already 
releaſed from the pangs of ſenſibility ? 
Shall I not be, once more, a ſolitary tra- 
veller on a wide world of miſery, ex- 
poſed to a repetition of thoſe ſorrows 
D 2 which 
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which have already nearly exhauſted my 
fortitude ? Shall I not, in a ſhort period, 


behold Lord Denmore married? The 


blood ſeems to freeze about my heart. 

I write near my window. I will en- 
deavour to rouſe my ſoul from this pe- 
trifying deſpondency. Beautiful nature 
I will divert my afflictions from their 
mournful tenour, by contemplating thy 
wonders.—Oh, ſupreme and omniſcient 
God! how grand, how vaſt, how ſub- 


lime are thy works; how infinite thy 


power ; how undefinable thy diſpenſa- 
tions ! 

A light ſhower is falling on the yellow 
leaves; the air is temperately refreſh- 


ing; the rain-drops penetrate the wide 


branches which overſhadow the turf be- 


neath, excepting where the evening ſun 


throws the long column of vivid luſtre 
among the ſcattered trees. How richly 
variegated is the proſpect; how enchant- 
ingly ſerene the hour! and yet, how 

3 ſtrangely 
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ſtrangely are my ſpirits depreſſed; how 
deeply is the laboured ſigh drawn from 
my fad heart! 

Frances! it is in vain that I endeavour 
to combat with my deſtiny. I am one 
of thoſe ill- ſtarred mortals who, for 
fome inexplicable cauſe, are created to 
be wretched ; and it is uſeleſs for that 
being, on whom the ſeal of fate is fixed, 
to oppoſe its ſtrong, its invincible ma- 
gic. From the hour that I beheld Lord 
Denmore, on my arrival at the caſtle, I 
felt the ſure and indelible preſentiment, 
that my journey through this bewildering 
maze of viciſſitudes would be ſhort, but 
painful. You have been no ſtranger to 
its progreſs hitherto; and you will ſhortly 
behold its awful termination. The ſum- 
mer ſcene already begins to fade ; the 
beauties of Nature, ſcorched by the mel- 
lowing ſky, ſeem to droop in ſickening 
tangour. The brown woods that nod g 
on the ſteep mountain's ſide, the noon- 
D 3 parched 
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Farched meadows, and the wild yellow 
heath, now mark the decaying ſeaſon : 
yet a little while ſhall the rich foliage 
wave to the riſing ſun, the wild heath 
ſhed its fragrance, the meadows flaunt 
their flowerets and tneir dews, before 
the winds ſhall howl, the ſwift eddying 
leaf be blown, or the autumnal torrent 
fall on my grave ! 

The ſky is darkened with thick 
gathering clouds, which ſeem to over- 
ſhadow the altered face of Nature; yet 
to me her features are no leſs lovely : 
the ſober hue of melancholy, which 
gives repoſe to the ſtill landſcape, is 
foothing to my ſenſes, Why, why do 
miſtaken mortals ſeek the phantom 
Pleaſure in ſcenes of folly and deception ? 

I have pauſed to contemplate the 
burſting ſtorm. The ſky is dark ; the 
diſtant mountains are blackened, as the 
heavy clouds roll over them. The 
venerable trees wave as the wind diſ- 
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turbs their branches; and the rain falls 
in torrents over the extended ſcenery. 
How congenial to my feelings is the 
impreſſive change, I could indulge my 
ſoul in its meditative mood, till frenzy 
put a period to reflection. 

Ah, Frances! my timid fancy now 
wanders over the ſtormy ocean with the 
gallant Edward. He perhaps, with all 
his virtues, all his ſenſibility, is beat 
about by the unruly ſtorm, daſhed upon 
ſome rocky ſhore, or dead, ingulphed in 
the fathomleſs abyſs, and ſinking to un- 
known worlds. 

The tempeſt increaſes every moment. 
The thunder rolls terrifically along the 
ſky ; and the frequent lightning flaſhes 
on my paper. 


To-morrow I will conclude my 
letter, 


Auguſt 13. 
I waiTeD with impatience till near 
midnight; when, according to the 
D 4 ſtranger's 
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ftranger's promiſe, I heard him ap- 
proaching my apartment, The door 
was inſtantly opened; and in total dark- 
neſs we began to deſcend the ſtairs, 
while he held my hand, and I ſcarcely 
breathed as he led me. Not one ſyl- 
lable was uttered ; and in a few minutes 
we reached the park. The ſky was 
imperviouſly dark; not a ſingle ſtar was 
viſible; the rain had ceaſed to fall; but 
the wind ſtill blew loud and violent. 

I frequently thanked my guide, though 
I could ſcarcely ſee him: he preſſed 
my arm as if to keep me ſilent. Thus, 
without interruption we croſſed the 
park, and entered the high road. I now 
informed the ſtranger that I wiſhed to 
viſit the cottage where poor Mary was 
lodged by order of Lady Arcot; and 
you willjudge of my conſternation, when 
my companion informed me, that ſhe 
had, that very night, ſet out for Briſtol. 
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This intelligence almoſt annihilated 
every hope: my guide ſpoke in a low 
whiſper, conjuring me to rely upon his 
zeal and diſcretion; and a ſilence of 
ſeveral minutes again followed. Still 
we continued to walk haſtily: the roads 
were deep, and the ſky as dark as my 
deſtiny. As I held the arm of my 
companion, I felt it tremble. His tre- 
pidation, added to his ſilence, at length 
alarmed me; and I briefly exclaimed, 
« For Heaven's fake, whither are you 
leading me?“ 

« To happineſs, my ſweet Gertrude!“ 
replied the infamous Treville. I ſhriek- 
ed, and was near fainting. Still he 
compelled me to proceed, though my 
limbs nearly loſt the power of motion, 
I looked around me, terrified, and almoſt. 
frantic ; but no light was to be ſeen: 
not a cottage, not an habitation of any 
kind met my eyes. On one ſide the 
road opened to an extenſive heath, on 
D 5 the 
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the other it was bounded by a thick 
wood. By this time the ſky had began 
to clear, and the ſtars afforded me light 
ſufficient to obſerve the horrors of, amy 
fituation. 

On a ſudden my ſteps were arreſted ; 
and I heard a voice inquiring whether 
te all had ſucceeded ? Mr, Treville 
anſwered, © Yes.” I then perceived a 
eurricle waiting by the wood-ſide, out 
of which jumped the truſty Bcamper. 

« Well, Sir, I congratulate you on 
your enterprize,” ſaid he. You know 
the crolſs-road to the manor-houſe ; and, 
if ſhe again eſcapes, you do not deſerve 
to poſſeſs her.” 

Leave that to me,” replied Mr. 
Treville; © and do you take care of 
your charge till we are beyond the poſſi- 
bility of purſuit. Inform Lady Arcot, 
that unexpected buſineſs of importance 
obliged me to proceed from Chelten- 
ham to London ;. and when you have 
quieted 


quieted the ſuſpicions of the family, fol- 
low me as ſpeedily as poſſible.” My 


terror was only to be equalled by the 


atrocity of the ſtratagem by which I had 


been entrapped. I beheld myſelf in the 
power of two villains, whoſe minds were 


capable of any machination ; and whoſe 
deſperate conduct, on former occaſions, 
left little cauſe for hope at the preſent 
juncture. Mr, Treville and Scamper 
converſed low ; and I heard the former 
fay, © She ſhall be removed to-morrow 
night, and I defire that you will be at 
the manor-houſe by eleven o'clock. 
There is only the old woman to receive 
us, and I can eaſily filence her.” 

« Heavens!“ exclaimed I, “ whither 
do you mean to convey me?“ 

« To a ſplendid abode,” replied Mr, 
Treville ; © which I truſt you will in fu- 
ture conſider as your home,” 

« Never,” ſaid I. 


'D6 « It 
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cc It will be left to your choice, whe- 
ther you become my wife by inclination, 
or my miſtreſs by compulſion,” anſwered 
he; © for either one or the other you 
muſt be ſhortly.” 

« You cannot mean what you ſay; 
you value life, if you are careleſs of re- 
putation ; and you muſt be aware of the 
conſequences that will attend this out- 
rage, ſaid J. 

« We will talk of that hereafter,” re- 
plied Mr. Treville, ſtepping into the 
curricle ; at the ſame moment his confe- 
derate, ſeizing me in his arms, endea- 
voured to ſeat me beſide him. I ſhrieked 
vehemently, while the horſes ſet off at 
full ſpeed. Scamper, fearful that the 
carriage would be overturned, the road 
being deep and rugged, ran after us: 
my voice ſtill added to the peri}, by 
frightening the horſes, and we continued 
gallopping with dangerous velocity. 


Mr, 
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Mr. Treville ſeemed careleſs as to 
the conſequences of this terrifying expe- 
dition, He neither ſpoke, nor endea- 
voured to ſtop our career ; but urging 
on the horſes, already maſters of the 
reins, convinced me that our deſtruction 


f was almoſt inevitable. The only hope 
d that ſuſtained me at this moment, was 
E that of our continuing on the public 
4 high-way. I dreaded the idea of croſſing 
4 the country by a private road; particu- 


larly as I found, from what I could col- 
le& in Mr. Treville's converſation with 


wards a lonely manor-houſe, where I 
ſhould be expoſed to every outrage that 
could intimidate or inſult me. 

Thus we proceeded near two miles; 
when, by ſuddenly turning an angle in 
the road, the curricle overſet, and we 
were both thrown to a conſiderable diſ- 
tance. I was little hurt by the fall; and 
my alarm was conſiderably leſſened by 


the 


Scamper, that we were journeying to- 
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the recollection, that any delay was pre- 


ferable to the terrors of my former ſitua- 
tion. 


We had been in this dilemma only a 
few minutes, when Scamper overtook 
vs. The vexation which was evident, 
both in the mind of Mr. Treville and 
his confederate, is not to be deſcribed. 
They uttered the moſt horrid impreca- 
tions, as they ſuggeſted various plans, 
all equally villainous and alarming ; while 
I meditated the means of making my 
eſcape by ſtratagem, conſcious that I had 
no hope, either in ſpeed or ſtrength, to 
evade their purpoſe. 

The evening had conſiderably bright- 
ened, and the moon had riſen: by its 
light I beheld the ſituation in which we 
had met with our accident; not a houſe 
was near, the road was loneſome, and 
the infamous betray er of my confidence 
wore a belt round his waiſt, in which he 
had a brace of piſtols. The curricle was 
conſiderably 
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conſiderably ſhattered by overturning, 
and the harneſs fo deranged, that it 
was impoſlible to proceed on our expe- 
dition. A conſultation was held; and 
Scamper propoſed continuing our route 
on foot: © It is not more than four miles 
to the manor-houſe,” ſaid he; * and we 
can take the ſhort path acroſs the mea» 
dows.“ 

I was now terrified more than even 
when the horſes purſued their way with 
the moſt dangerous velocity. The only 
hope that remained when the carriage 
overſet, was that of ſome travellers paſſ- 
ing, by whoſe aſſiſtance I might be reſ- 
cued from my perſecutors. How to 
protract the time, in order to favour the 
chance of ſuch interference, I knew not; 
and I was abſorbed in rumination on the 
ſubje&, when Mr, Treville again ſtartled 
me, by addreſſing the minion of. his in- 
famy: 

« DO 
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c Do you ſtay with the curricle,” ſaid 
he, © till ſome opportunity preſents itſelf 


whereby you may obtain aſſiſtance ; and 


I will take care of Gertrude.” Then 
turning towards me, he added; © we 
will proceed to the manor-houſe ; fear 
nothing, you may rely on my affection.” 

« vill not quit this ſpot,” ſaid I: 
ce your affection | diſdain to accept; 
and your conduct I execrate with firm- 
neſs, invincible,” 

ce You are perfettly ſafe,” faid he. 

« IJ know I am,” anſwered I; © for 
cruelty and cowardice are invariably aſſo- 
ciates. You dare not carry inſult far- 
ther; becauſe you are aware that it will 
not paſs unpuniſhed.“ | 

« From whom do you hope for pro- 
tetion ?” ſaid he; with a tone of voice 
tauntingly provoking. * Do you ima- 
gine that Lord Denmore will, on the 
point of marriage, either hazard his feli- 
city 
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city or his life, in the cauſe of a roman- 
tic girl? Believe me he has too much 
ſenſe to barter ſubſtantial bliſs for the 
mere ſhadow of chivalry.” 

« I expect nothing from Lord Den- 
more,” ſaid I: © he has too long and too 
unfeelingly neglected me; but thank 
Heaven there are beings who are not 
dead to the ſenſibilities of nature.” 

« I crave your pardon, Maſs St. 
Leger,” interrupted Mr. Treville; “ I 
had totally forgot your new inamorato. 
Mr. Aſhgrove is really ſo inſignificant a 
being, that he did not ſtrike my me- 
mory.“ | 

« He is an angel!” ſaid I. Mr. 
Treville ſmiled. 

« We will diſcuſs this matter in a 
more convenient place,” anſwered he, 
taking my hand and endeavouring to 
lead me. I ſhrieked involuntarily ; ſtill 
he perſevered in compelling me to attend 
him; I reſiſted with all my ſtrength ; but 
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my efforts were ineffectual when com- 
pared with the violence of his, and I was 
led ſeveral paces without the poſſibility 
of breaking from him, 

We had not proceeded far, when, to 
my infinite joy, I heard the rattling of a 
carriage; and in a few moments diſtin- 
guiſhed a poſt- chaiſe, with four horſes, 
advancing with the utmoſt ſpeed toward 
us. Mr. Treville's perturbation was 
evident; the hand with which he held me 
trembled ; the other graſped one of his 
piſtols, The carriage approached. 1 
ſtruggled to eſcape ; my ſtrength ſeemed 
renovated by the hope which now pre- 
fented itſelf; and with an effort almoſt 
incredible, I tore myſelf from him. 

e Scamper now ſeized me by one 
arm; while Mr. Treville caught the 
other. The travellers, perceiving my 
ſituation, ſtopped their poſtillion : one 
of them preſented his piſtol ; Mr. Tre- 
ville let go his hold, and would have 

9385 made 
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made his eſcape ; the ſtranger fired; the 
ball miſſed him, but the aim was not 
wholly ineffectual; for in a moment I 
beheld Scamper fall, as he exclaimed, 
« Mercy ! have mercy ; for I am 
wounded !” 
The travellers now quitted their car- 
: riage ; my terror was exceſſive ; one of 
them ſupported me; it was Mary's fa- 
ther, who was haſtening to pay the laſt 
tribute of paternal feeling to a beloved 
? and amiable daughter: the other had 
; flown in purſuit of Mr, Treville. Mr, 1 
| Aſhgrove immediately, with the poſtil> 44 
lion's aid, placed the wounded Scamper 
in the chaiſe, I conjured him not to 
leave me: his priſoner was in too much ö 
pain to reſiſt, or to make his eſcape; the = 
carriage was therefore ordered to follow | 
us, and we ſet forward on foot towards 
the cottage in which Mary was lodged 
by Lady Arcot ; where I write this let- 
ter, and from whence you ſhall hear from 
me 
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me again in a day or two, I will only 
inform you now, that Mary is ſtill liv- 


ing; and aſſure you, that I am your af- 
fectionate friend. 


LETTER LXXXV. 


The Same to the Same. 


Auguſt 16, 1797. 

Is leſs than a quarter of an hour we ar- 
rived at Arcot-park : with a beating 
heart I approached the cottage ; which, 
by the light of the moon, was viſible at 
ſome diſtance. Mr. Aſhgrove's ſolici- 
tude was evident, by his frequent and 
earneſt inquiries reſpecting the ſtate of 
Mary's health. I knew not how to an- 
ſwer him : it would have been barbarous 
had I ſoothed his mind with deluſive 
hopes; 


W 
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hopes; and alas, Frances! I could not 
teach myſelf to inflict one of the molt ſe- 
vere of mortal pangs, on the boſom of 
ſuch a father. Ah! my friend; I never 
knew what 1t was to receive the embrace 
of parental affection: I never felt the 
gentle preſſure of an indulgent father's 
arms; or repoled my head upon the 
throbbing boſom of a fond, anxious mo- 
ther. Why, why have I been deprived 
of thoſe bleſſings? why am I ſtill hourly 
agonigzed with the pang of difappoint- 
ment, chat I never was permitted to en- 
joy them? The next queſtion which I 
aſk myſelf is obvious: Why does ſo 
neglected, ſo forlorn, ſo ſolitary a being, 
continue to exiſt ? I ſhudder while I in- 
terrogate my ſoul: I tremble, while I 
tacitly reply to ſuch a queſtion : but 
whither am I wandering ? 
As we approached the cottage, I ob- 
ſerved light in the lower apartment only : 
conjecture inſtantly led me to anticipate 


the 
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the very worſt that could happen in the 
long catalogue of human ſorrows. I re- 
queſted that Mr. Aſhgrove would per- 
mit me to announce his preſence ; at the 
. fame time informing him, that I dreaded 
the effect which a ſudden ſurpriſe might 
produce on Mary's feelings. He con- 
jured me to be brief in my diſcloſure of 
his arrival, becauſe his anxiety rendered 
him impatient almoſt to raſhneſs. I pro- 
miſed to obey his commands, and entered 
the cottage. 
I found Miſs Aſhgrove in her travel- 
ling dreſs, and preparing for her depart- 
ure. At the ſight of me ſhe was nearly 
overcome with joy : ſhe embraced me; 
and, after many ineffectual efforts, at 
length informed me, that having heard of 
my quitting Arcot-Hall for Briſtol, ſhe 
had riſen from her bed; and even at the 
hazard of her life had determined to fol- 
low me. The feeble tone of her voice im- 


preſſed me ſenſibly; while her death-like 
Dc; 6 features 
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features too evidently betrayed the rapid 
approach of that hour, which was deſ- 
tined to ſever us eternally. Mr. Aſh- 
grove, who had through the caſement 
witneſſed our meeting, now ruſhed into 
the room ; and claſping his child to his 
boſom, wept as he embraced her. 

A few moments only elapſed before 
the poſtillion led Mr. Scamper into the 
apartment. He was covered with blood; 
and ſo agonized by the wound which he 
had rec@.ved, that he had ſcarcely the 
power to implore our aſſiſtance. Mary, 
who was a ſtranger to the cauſe of his 
alarming appearance, entreated that he 
would haſten to her chamber, where he 
ſhould immediately receive every aid 
which his ſituation required; while I, 
with eager ſolicitude, watched at the 
window for the arrival of Mr. Treville. 

In a few minutes he entered the cot- 
tage, followed by ſeveral peaſants who 
had been collected together on the road, 


and 
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and led by the collar by the intrepid 
Edward, who held a piſtol to his head. 
The inſtant that Mary's eyes met the 
group, ſhe faintly ſhrieked, and exclaim- 
ing, Oh God! my brother! Somer- 
ton ell into her father's arms, entirely 
ſer:/cicls. 

Frances, ſhe never ſpoke again ! Her 
zourney of earthly ſuffering terminated 
at that fatal moment. The life-flood 
quivered in her convulſive lips; her 
eyes once opened, but the langour of 
death almoſt inſtantaneouſly re-cloſed 
them ; and a figh, ſcarcely audible, was 
her laſt adieu to this world and its ſor- 
rows. | 

The ſcene which followed 1s ſcarcely 
deſcribable : even the inhuman, the aban- 
doned Somerton, ſeemed to ſhudder ; 
while Mr. Aſhgrove knelt by his lifeleſs 
daughter, and the aſtoniſhed Edward 


ſtood mutely contemplating the group 
| KY before him, 


Frances! 
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Frances! picture to your own imagi- 
nation the vaſt variety of anguiſh which 


_ poſſeſſed every boſom at this awful, this 


diſtracting moment: the father bending 
over the beautiful remains of his age's 
darling ; his white hair falling on his face, 
which was bathed with tears and convulſed 


with the exceſs of ſorrow ; Edward, with 


his hands claſped, and his manly features 
fixed in a petrifying horror, gazing with 
the ſilence of unutterable diſtreſs ; while 
Somerton, conſcious of crimes, which 
even the plea of human frailty could not 
palliate, ſtood pale and fſelf-accuſed near 
the victim of his falſchood. Oh, Frances! 
language muſt prove too feeble for the 
expreſſion of ſuch a picture: your feeling 
heart will throb, while my pen fails to de- 
ſcribe it. 

With the aſſiſtance of a female ſervant, 
Edward conveyed the lifeleſs body to an 
adjoining chamber: the poſt-boy was 
diſpatched for medical aſſiſtance, Mr. 

VOL. IV, E Aſhgrove 
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Aſhgrove ſtill fancying that there re- 
mained a feeble pulſation; and the 
vile aſſociate of a no leſs infamous em- 
Þloyer, was conducted to bed, where 
this wounds were bound ſo as to ſtop the 
effuſion of blood; and where, for the 
preſent, I ſhall leave him. 

In a few minutes, Edward, who had 
obtained eight days leave of abſence 
From his ſhip, recollected the origin of 
Sus viſit to the cottage : but the artful 
'Somerton had availed himſelf of the hor- 
ror which poſſeſſed every boſom, and 
made his eſcape while we were convey- 
ing the remains of poor Mary to the 
chamber. Edward, ſnatching up his 
. Piſto], was ruſhing towards the cottage- 
door, when he ſuddenly ſtopped, and at- 
ter a pauſe of a few moments, exclaim- 
ed Heavens! I now recollect the 
villain's face ; he is the perſon from 
whoſe inſults I reſcued Mary in the New 
Foreſt.” 


14 « You 
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« You are right, ſaid I; * he was 
the object deareſt to Mary's heart; for, 
ſuch was her misfortune, that while ſhe 
execrated the folly of his conduct, ſhe 
ſtill felt for him the tendereſt affection.“ 
ec Then let him go,” ſaid Edward, 
throwing his piſtol from him; “ if he 
was dear to her, Heaven forbid that J 
ſhould be his deſtroyer :” ſo ſaying, hd 
again entered the apartment where Mary 
had been left with her venerable and al- 
moſt frantic father, while I queſtianed 
the female ſervant reſpecting Mr, Tre- 
ville. She informed me that he had 
ſome months before changed his name 
to Somerton, at the requeſt of a deceaſed 
uncle, who had left him a conſiderable 
fortune, with an old manor-houſe not 
five miles diſtant from the cottage. The 
converſation which had paſſed previous 
to our entering the curricle, and after it 
had overſet, corroborated this informa- 
Ugp, and at once elucidated the myſtery 
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of Mary's inquietude, whenever Mr. 
Treville's name had been mentioned 
during the recital of my ſtory. © Her 
motive for ſecrecy, or rather her want 
of confidence in my friendſhip, could 

originate in one circumſtance only: 
ſhe knew that I execrated the character 
of Mr. Treville ; and her ſelf-love would 
have been humbled by an avowal, that 
all the affections of her heart were de- 
voted to ſuch a monſter ; for there is 
no ſenſation more painful to the feeling 
mind, than the conſciouſneſs of ing 
a being, whoſe depravity ſhould render 
him an object of deteſtation. 

You will perceive, by Edward's con- 
duct, that he is yet unacquainted with 
the extent of Mr. Somerton's depravity. 
He conſiders him as Mary's lover; but 
he does not even ſuſpect that his un- 
principled caprice has been the cauſe of 
her gradual diſſolution. This is not the 
moment to diſcloſe a ſource of new and 
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torturing affliction: and I fear that my 
anxiety for Edward's ſafety will never 
ſuffer me, on this intereſting ſubject, to 
undeceive him, 


In leſs than twenty minutes a ſurgeon 


arrived at the cottage, A vein was open- 


ed in Mary” s temple, but every ſymp- 
tom of animation had. entirely vaniſhed, 
Her pulſes were ſilent; her heart was 
ſtill; her lip was frozen in death; and 
her eyes cloſed for ever! Oh, Frances ! 
had you ſeen how placidly her counte- 
nance was fixed : how lovely, how tran- 
quilly ſhe ſeemed to ſmile at the bliſsful 
emancipation of her ſoul from earthly 
bondage, you would have envied that 
annihilation which alone can give repoſe 


to minds, curſed with ſenſibility ! Hap» 


py.! moſt happy is that mortal, whoſe 
torpid breaſt can bid ,defiance to the 
tumultuous paſſions ; who travels through. 
the labyrinths of life heedleſs of the, 
thorns which lurk beneath his faireſt, 


921 E 3 


flowers, 


8 


E A TP 
ow! Ji | - — , 


2 = —" 23 
9 — > 


-- 45; - « 
- T. 


- 5 Im, 
: 2 


— 
— _ 


—U— — 


2 
— - . = 


£4, 4 2 * 


— OS * 
— 


We 


„622 


* a 
tt. os Saad — 4 —— — 


n 


2 
— — 3 — 2 


78 TRE FALSE FRIEND. 


flowers, and, ſatisfied with the enjoy- 
ment of his dull vapid hour, forgets the 
paſt, and is heedleſs of the future. 

Farewell, my deareſt Frances, Iam 
convinced that your boſom is replete with 
ſenſibility, and I feel ſome degree of con- 
ſolation in knowing alſo that I ſhare its 
ſympathy, 


LETTER LXXXVI. 


Me Same. to the Same. 


Auguſt 19, 1797. 
35 rapidly de my perplexities aug- 
ment, that one fource of ſorrow is mere- 
Iy the prelude to another; and I can 
fearcely ſummon reſolution to combat 
the effects of a paſt calamity, before a 
new triat palfies * W oy 8 


ducs'n me. 
4 | How 


THE PALSE FRIEND. 79: 


How deluſive have been my hopes, 
how ineffectual all my labours. to reſiſt: 
the miſery which deſtroys me. Fre- 
quent and | agonizing have been my, 
trials; long and gloomy is the path 
through which I am deſtined to wander. 
Oh, Denmore! To your paſt affection 
Lowe every misfortune To the early, 
the, deceptive. dawn of happineſs which 
you: preſented, my. faculties expanded, 
my. reafani. awoke, and my ſenſibility 
yielded,” without a. reſiſting thought. 
Tavght to conſider you as the moſt per- 
fe of created beings, I entertained no 
fear that evil could proceed from the 
ſaurce of ſuch benevolence,; I loved 
you, before J queſtioned my heart upon 
the ſubject, and I became a bigot, be- 
cauſe I never doubted the perfection of 
my idol. Miſtaken woman! | 
Oh, Frances! where is my reſource, 
and what are my proſpects? I ſhall be 
either deſtined to linger through a life of 


} 
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unavailing regret, or I ſhall quit this 
ſublunary, this probationary ſcene, ſtig- 
matized, and unlamented. Forgive the 
expreſſion: I know, my friend, that 
ſorrow will be the aſſociate of your bo- 
ſom, when mine will be for ever tran- 
quil. 
This morning early, I received an 
abrupt and unexpected viſit from Lady 
Arcot. She entered the room where I 
was ſitting, with the corpſe of my ſweet 
friend, and without ceremony com- 
menced a converſation, which ſoon an- 
nounced the motive of her viſit. 


Finding that ſhe came not to conſole 
me, I roſe, and quitting the chamber, 
deſcended to the pariour ; ſhe followed. 
«Here, Lady Arcot, I am capable of 
« liſtening,” ſaid I; but I requeſt that 
you will be:explicit, for I am little diſ- 
poſed to waſte the hour which is due to 
ſorrow, in uſeleſs altercation,” 
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c Then, I can defer my buſineſs 
till ſome future period, ſaid Lady 
Arcot, haughtily ; “ fer I ſhall not give 
myſelf the trouble to ſpeak where there 


is ſo little chance of receiving attention. 


Lord Denmore — 

« What of Lord Denmore, inter- 
rupted I. e 
] will tell you all I + * you 
have paſſed the hour which is due to 
ſorrow,” replied Lady Ae with a 


malignant ſneer. 
tt Do not mock my affliction,“ faid L 
ce but tell me all you know reſpecting 
Lord Denmore.” Lady Arcot ſmiled. * 
« You ſeem agitated,” cried ſhe: 
te you muſt have a moſt capacious 
heart, that can at the ſame Totes throb 
for ſuch a variety of objects. E 
« This is inſult—1 thought you came 


to ſpeak on matters of pete 
ſaid I, 51 297 en 
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Where is Mr. Somerton?” in- 
terrupted Lady Arcot. 

„ Periſh the villam! I know not 
where he is, faid J. 
Ho well you can difſemble,” cried 
Lady Arcot. 

I cannot anſwer ſuch ſuſpicions,” 
faid T; * my heart is nearly broken by 
forrow, and my fortitude fubdued by 
perpetual perſecution, If you came 
' hither only to torment me, I muſt de- 
cline the painful taſk of liſtening to your 
reproaches.” 

« Confcious of deſerving them; in- 
terrupted Lady Arcot. But know, vile 
and unfeeling girl, Lord Denmore is ap- 
prized of your elopement, and unites 
with me in abhorrence of your conduct.“ 
| « My elopement! Lord Denmore's 

abhorrence of my conduct! repeated I, 
almoſt overwhelmed. at the idea; © who 
has been ſo barbarous as to calumniate 
me ? 
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me r who has dared affert ſo infamous 
a falſchood ?” 

« The friend of Lord Denmore, re- 
plied Lady Arcot, © one who would 
not ſuffer his noble philanthropic nature 
to be again impofed on by an- artful 
hypocrite. If he has either pride or 
ſenſibility, he will deteſt and ſhun a be- 


ing, whoſe life has preſented a continued 


ſeries of ingratitude and falfehood, If 
he has courage, or a confcioufneſs of 
what he owes to his rank and reputation, 
he will not let your paramour eſcape un- 
puniſhed,” As ſhe ſpoke, Edward en- 
tered the room; ſeeing my evident 
diftreſs, he inquired the cauſe, for he 
was a ſtranger to the perſon of Lady 
Arcot; while ſhe; perſevering in the 
rancour of her reſentment, continued to 
addreſs me. 
Your proffigate connection with the 
lover of your friend can no longer be 
kept ſecret; your conduct has broke 
p E 6 her 
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her heart, and expoſed Mr. Somerton 
to the reſentment of her family. For 
nothing but the moſt abject tameneſs 
can ſuffer ſuch a being to triumph with 
impunity. Indeed, Lord Arcot would 
have purſued the villain, had he not 
heard that Miſs Aſhgrove left a brother, 
as brave as he was affectionate.” 

« Oh! Lady Arcot, what are your 
motives,” ſaid I, burſting into tears. 


« To expoſe, your duplicity, and to 
undeceive Mr. Aſhgrove,” ſaid Lady 
Arcot. I am no ſtranger to your de- 
ſigns on him. But he is too (generous, 
and too brave to be the dupe of Mr. 
Somerton's machinations, or to form 
an alliance with the miſtreſs of an ac- 
knowledged libertine.” 

J cannot reply to ſuch injurious 
charges,” ſaid I, venturing at the ſame 
time to glance at Edward, whoſe coun- 
tenance betrayed the conflicts of his 
mind.-Lady Arcot alſo obſerved his 
| emotion, 
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emotion, and ſoftening. her voice, ad- 
dreſſed him: 

« I do not wonder at your feeling 
moſt acutely the affront which has been 
offered to the honour of your family, 
and the conſequent loſs of ſo amiable a 
ſiſter,” ſaid ſhe; © the moſt forbearing 
ſpirit would revolt at ſuch an injury; 
and though I lament the neceſſity of 
your chaſtiſing ſuch a being, I truſt 
that 15 example will be uſeful to ſo- 
ciety.“ 

I now perceived that Lady Arcot's 
aſſumed ſenſe of propriety originated 
in reſentment, jealouſy, and offended 
pride. She had loft her favourite So- 


merton, and ſhe hoped, that by inducing 


Edward to feel for the ſufferings of his 
ſiſter, ſhe ſhould behold her deſerter 
either puniſhed, or annihilated. 

As ardent and active minds are moſt 
liable to ſudden impreſſions, I trembled 
while I 3 the effects of Lady 
Arcot's 
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Arcot's cunning. T'obſerved the coun- 
tenance of my accuſer, while it ſeemed 
to ĩnſtuence that of Edward with a kind 
of mental magnetiſm. His arms were 
folded, his eyes bent upon the ground, 
his brows contracted; and his cheek 
pale with the ſmathered conflicts of 
anger and afflict ion. I knew not what 
to ſay, or how to ſilence the malignant 
tongue of a, woman, who had been 
tutored in the ſchool of malice and hypo- 
criſy. The mind of Emma Cecil had 
long been contaminated by the malevo- 
lence of her nature; and the union with 
ſuch a being as Sir Hector Upas, could 
not ſail to confirm her pre- eminence in 
all that was vicious and unfeeling. 

After a ſilence of ſeveral minutes 
Edward, as if rouſed from a dream, 
darted towards the door, and quitted 
the room. I would; have followed him, 
but Lady. Arcot ſeizing my arm detained 

F234 "or me, 
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me, with, Hear what I have to ſay 
reſpecting Lord Denmore.” 

Perplexed, diſtracted, I tore myſelf 
from her, and flew to ſeek the raſh and 
credulous Edward; but he had quitted 
the houſe; and, before I could ſearch 
every chamber, was too far diſtant for 
me to overtake him. I now returned 
to the parlour, but Lady Arcot had alſo 
mounted her horſe and departed. My 
laſt reſource. was that of unburthening 
my full heart to you; and I now cloſe 
my letter, to paſs the remainder of the 
night in the chamber of poor Mary. 
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LETTER LXXXVI.. 


The Same to the Same, 


| Auguſt 21, 1797. 
Y esren DAY the remains of my lament- 
ed friend were depoſited in the village 
church neareſt the ſpot where ſhe bade 
the world farewell for ever. She was 
followed to her grave by her father and 
myſelf, with the female ſervant who had 
been her attendant ſince ſhe reſided at 
the cottage. I know not why, but the 
ſcene did not ſo deeply penetrate my 
heart as it would have done at earlier 
periods of my life: accuſtomed to ſee 
others ſuffer, and to feel the ſevereſt 
ſorrows of a mournful deſtiny, I now 
conſider the tomb as the only deſirable 
refuge from pain and perſecution. 
Frances, when I fink into the ſtill ſleep 
of 
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of death, I charge you not to lament 
me. Remember that I knew no hour 
of repoſe in this buſy, varying ſcene of 
mortal ſuffering, and rejoice that the 
too afflicted ſoul is at length freed from 
its priſon of probationary trial. 
Edward is ſtill abſent. I ſhall depart 
from this melancholy ſpot to-morrow. 
Scamper's ſurgeon has pronounced his 
wound incurable, and a ſhort period 
will ſeal his deſtiny. He has requeſted 
to ſee me, and I have promiſed in an 
hour to obey his ſummons. | 

Mr. Aſhgrove is inconſolable ; but 7, 
Frances, I am almoſt inſenſible to the 
pangs of mental agony. The preſſure 
of perpetual pain has deadened the faculty 
of _ and I now ſhrink almoſt 1 to 
inanity. 

How amiable, how deſerving of af- 
fection, is the brave, the generous 
Edward! Why, Frances, why do I not 
feel a a ſenſation more touching to the 
"IM heart 
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aſylum. Alas! how cha 
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heart than mere admiration, when | 
compare his virtues with the claims of 
ordinary beings? Why does my faſeinat- 
ed mind. ſtill doat on an ungrate ful mor- 
tal, whoſe condudt has been hoſtile to 
my every hope of happineſs 3 who has 
enthralled my heart, merely to. humble 
it with the. miſery of contempt; and 
who, at a moment when, I moſt languiſh 
for the conſolations of, ſympathy, re- 
Ggns me, hopeleſs and forlorn, to the 
tyranny of ſorrow . yet, I bluſh, while I 
confeſs my weakneſs, yet, Frances, I 
am the ſlave of my -uncanquerable. pal- 
fon. I journey through a lifeoof ſolitary 
anguiſh, without the courage to ſeek. 
a path mare ſoothing: one hour I me- 
ditate revenge, I feel the indignant ſpi- 
rit of my ſoul revolt at the inſulting ne- 
gle& which I experience; I determine 
to annihilate Lord Denmore;—myſelt. I 
behold the grave as my laſt and only 
„ how 
tranſient 
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tranſient are my reſolutions! I ſeek the 
unfeeling deftroyer of my repoſe; I be- 
hold him, and I am again the oe" of 
my affections. 

Why do I fly from the attention of 
Edward Aſhgrove? Lord Denmore 
has avowed his attachment to another ; 
he is regardleſs of my ſorrows ; he in- 
ſalts my pride, he wounds my ſenſibility. 
There are moments when I experience 
an agitation of mind which menaces my 
reaſon. I endeavour to methodize my 
feelings ; I fummons the reſiſting powers 
of pride and ſcorn; they do not calm my 
feveriſh brain; they agitate its fibres al- 
moſt to frenzy. I ſcek the diſſipating 
charm of mixed fociety; there too I 


ſicken into ſadnefs; I fancy every ſcene 


diſguſting; I behold every object with 
a Jaundiced eye: Oh, fenſibiliry ! thou 


curſe to woman! thou bane of all our 


hopes, thou fource of exultation to our 
Oe man! How abject doſt thou ren- 
der 
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der even the moſt exalted minds; how 
decidedly doit thou faſten on the ſenſes; 
how inevitably doſt thou annihilate all 
that is dignifiedand noble: how infinitely 
do thy pangs excced thy pleaſures ; how 
tranſient are thy triumphs ;. how deſtruc- 
tive are thy ſorrows! In what reſpect 
does the human heart derive an advan- 
tage from ſenſibility ? Are not even its 
raptures agonizing? Does not the tu- 
mult of exceſſive joy inflict a degree of 
agitation which amounts to pain ? Will 
not an act of generoſity experienced 
thrill through the brain, excite our tears, 
convulſe the boſom, and convey through 
every fibre a ſenſe of torturing ecſtaſy? 
Oh! Frances! there is no ſoothing 
opiate for the mind but apathy : to feel 
is to be wretched, 

I am ſummoned to the chamber of a 
guilty mortal, whoſe ſoul is labouring 
with the conflicts of deſpair and death, 


How awful, how impreſſive are the 
ſenſations 
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ſenſations which I feel at this moment; 
Frances, even that pity which we can- 
not deny to the moſt criminal, is a 
ſpecies of ſenſibility which, though it 
bears the ſtamp of humanity, inconteſti- 
bly proves how much more human na- 
ture is prone to vice than to virtue. 
We do not ſympathize where we feel 
no ſimilitude of ſentiment ; the parent 
eagerly participates in the throbbings 
of parental anguiſh ; and the lover in- 
voluntarily pities the miſery of love. 
Theſe reflections ſink deep into my 
heart, for I deſpair of conſolation from 
congenial ſorrow, believing, that in the 
vaſt univerſe, there exiſts not a being ſo 
ſupremely wretched! 
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* 


LETTER LXXXVUL 


The Same to the Same. 


Auguſt 22, 1797, 
Ar the moment when J had ſealed my 
laſt letter, Lord Arcot abruptly entered 
the room. The dejection of my ſpirits 
was ill ſuited to the unwelcome intruſion 
of ſuch a viſitor: and without even ia- 
quiring the motive of his rudeneſs, I roſe 
to quit the apartment. With that cf- 
frontery which is one of his moſt ſtrik- 
ing charaCteriſtics, he placed himſelf be- 
tween me and the door, and entreated 
that I would not leave him: ] have 
prodigious great news to tell you,” {aid 
he; © news that will make your beauti- 
ful eyes ſparkle like brilliants through 
their tears 
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« This is not a time for my heart to 
bear an augmentation of ſorrow, inter- 
rupted I: ** af you have unpleaſing in- 
telligence to communicate, my Lord, I 
will thank you to defer it till another 
opportunity.” 

% Nothing like the time preſent,” 
replied Lord Arcot ; * beſides, as you 
are ſo flighty in your notions, I may not 
find you here to-morrow, and 1 ſhould 
be prodigiouſly vexed if you heard it 
from any other perſon.” 

« Be brief then my Lord,” ſaid I. 

* Why ſo confoundedly haſty ?” cried 
Lord Arcot: “ Fair and ſoftly is my 
maxim, and I never knew eit otherwiſe 
than profitable. You women are always 
in fuch a hurry : you never give one 
time to explain things properly; and if 
you fluſter me with your croßs looks and 
your angry tones, I ſhall forget half that 
I have to ſay, for I have a prodigious 
bad memory.” | 
«© Therein 
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- © Therein you are perhaps fortunate, 
my Lord,” ſaid I. 

Never more ſo than when J can 
oblige the angelic ſex,” | replied his 
Lordſhip. '; 

Spare yourſelf the pains of compli- 

menting my ſex at the expence of my 
patience,” faid I; © and tell me why 
you have ſo abruptly broke in upon me? 
I have not leiſure to liſten, neither have 
I inclination to bear a repetition of in- 
ſult.” 
Not for the treaſures of the eaſtern 
world would I be the cauſe of afflicting 
ſo beautiful a creature !” exclaimed Lord 
Arcot. 

« Then be explicit,“ ſaid I. 

« Allin good time,” replied his Lord- 
ſhip : © but firſt you mult tell me what 
made you take me for a juſtice ? why J 
was only joking all the while: it was a 
contrivance of Somerton's ; he got intel- 


ligence from the truſty varlet, Scamper, 
who 
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who bribed the waiter to employ poor 
Jenkins the exciſeman as a conſtable, and 
by that means to bring you to Arcot-hall.” 

„ Heavens! have I been deceived 
again?“ ſaid I. 

« Only a frolic; a whim of Somer- 
ton's,” ſaid Lord Arcot: © the adven- 
turous rogue has lately had a fortune left 
to him; and his old manor- houſe wanted 
a miſtreſs. But he was confoundedly 
taken in when he diſcovered that your 
companion was Miſs Aſhgrove ; for he 
confeſſed to me that he was once prodi- 
giouſly ſmitten with her beauty, though 
he never deſigned to marry her.” 

« Profligate wretch !”” exclaimed I: 
e ſhe is beyond the reach of his machi- 
nations.“ 

« If women will fret and die, how can 
we help it?” ſaid Lord Arcot : © but 
this 1s not the ſubject I came to talk on. 


I have news to tell you about Lord 
Denmore.” 
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ce Is he married?” ſaid I, trembling. | 
« Not yet,” anſwered Lord Arcot: 
ce he firſt means to ſmuggle you to Den- 
' more-caſtle,-and from thence to Ireland; 
therefore, if you have a mind to eſcape 
impriſonment for the reſt of your days, 
place yourſelf under my protection; 
diſpoſe of my fortune, and ſet his ty- 
- ranny at defiance.” 
« You counſel well, my Lord,” faid 1 
- diſdainfully ; “but you will have ſome 
difficulty in convincing me, that infamy 
is leſs painful than the loſs of liberty.” 
« You talk prodigiouſly fooliſh,” in- 
terrupted Lord Arcot: © the times give 
proof, that there is no act of atrocity 
which the name of Liberty will not ſanc- 
tion. If the low riff-raff have not every 
thing they want ; if they cannot overturn 
the eſtabliſhed authority of their ſupe- 
. riors, they plead the enthuſiaſm of Li- 
berty. If a wife breaks the fetters of 


matrimonial reſtraint, though we all 
17» know 
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know that women 'were born to be 
ſlaves, why, forſooth, ſhe is only called 
a lover of Liberty. If mankind are ſet 
on to cut one-another's throats, and to 
deſolate whole kingdoms, it is all placed 
to the account of poor Liberty. For my 

part, I think there is nothing more ridi- 
culous, excepting chaſtity : but, thank 
Heaven! nobody dreads the augmenta- 
tion of its votaries; for we ſhall never 
ſee wars or maſſacres for the eftabliſh- 
ment of univerſal celibacy.“ 

There is little chance of any ſpecies 
of reformation while the Church and 
State are in ſuch hands as Mr. Somer- 
ton's and your Lordſhip's,” ſaid I: * the 
poiſon of vice and folly mult be eradi- 
cated by the thinking orders of man- 
kind : the valley is more prolific than 
the mountain.” 

« Prodigiouſly democratic !”” exclaim. 
ed Lord Arcot : * but women are grown 


ſo confoundedly knowing, that they be- 
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gin to think for themſelves, and to ſpurn 
at the authority of thoſe who ought to 
be their rulers.” 

« By what right?” ſaid I: * not by 
the law of nature; for woman, ſince ſhe 
had been allowed the advantages of edu- 
cation, has proved that her intellects are 
in no degree inferior to thoſe of man; 
and what ſhe may want in ſtrength of 
mind, ſhe more than ſupplies by ſenti- 
ment, taſte, and imagination. Man is 
an envious, as well as an overbearing 
creature; he ſhrinks at the idea of equa- 
lity, where Time, and that pernicious ty- 
rant Cuſtom, has authorized his power 
to govern. When women were confined 
to the dull occupations of domeſtic duty, 
men were mere deſpots ; not loved, but 
feared; bleſſed, but not bleſſing. We 
have broke the deſtructive ſpell which 
manacled the mind; we are no longer 
the vaſſals of our imperious help- mates; 


we dare think; and we at length aſſert 
thoſe 
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thoſe rights which nature formed us to 
enjoy.” 

« Prodigiouſly preſuming !” ſaid Lord 
Arcot. 

« If there be arrogance in truth, I 
muſt plead guilty,” interrupted I.— As 
I ſpoke the ſervant entered the room, 
to inform me that Scamper had, that in- 
ſtant, expired. I ſnuddered while ſhe com- 
municated the intelligence ; for there is 
no event more dreadful to a feeling mind 
than the death of a being whoſe days 
have preſented a ſeries of criminality ! 


and how much more would punit—- =» 
without the forfeicww ur life, tend to the 


benefit of ſociety, as well as the promo- 
1011 UT 1ciiglion, 12 „ a ** 5 


judgment which ſends the gullty wretch 
to his account, 


“With all his imperfections on his head!“ 


I now requeſted Lord Arcot to leave 
me: his Lordſhip was little pleaſed with 
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the converſation which had paſſed, and 

readily obeyed. As ſoon as he had de- 

parted, the ſervant, with a countenance 

pale and agitated, informed me, that ſhe 

believed Mr. Scamper had buſineſs of 

a dreadful nature to communicate before 

his death : that he muttered ſomething 

about a dying lady, a packet of letters, Ki 

and a highway robbery. 5 
A new light ſeemed to break in . 

upon my gloom of deſpondency; and 

an inſtinctive ſenſation inſtantly ruſhing 

through my heart, informed me that 


Dceunre- was the perſon who had left 
the Papers with Mrs. Ferret. and after- 


wards robbed her on her way to Chel- 
ade been 
in his poſſeſſion did not ſurpriſe me, 
when J recollected that he was preſent at 
Lady Denmore's death, when, in the 
anguiſh of regret, I forgot the pact, 
My vexation was painful in the extreme: 
once more fo near regaining the tali{man 
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which was deſtined to regulate my fate 
and again loſing every hope of its reco- 
very, by Lord Arcot's obtruſive viſit, I 
was almoſt frantic. 

As ſoon as the violence of my diſ- 
treſs had waſted itſelf in tears, I recol- 
lected the nature of my ſituation: in a 
ſolitary cottage, far from every friend, 
if friends J had on the vaſt globe; my 
only companion a trembling ſimple girl, 
who was a ſtranger to me; and the only 
object which I had to contemplate, the 
corple of a guilty wretch, whole ghattly 
features would terrify me to madness. 
To remain amidſt ſuch a variety of hor-. 
rors would have been inſupportabie : 
and how to fly from them I knew not; 
for, to my other griefs, the . preſſure of, 
pecuniary want now menaced me, and 
by its torturing ſtings ſeemed to com- 
plete the climax of my misfortunes, | 

I had only four guineas in my poſſeſ- 
hon ; the day was rapidly declining ; and 
| F 4 the 
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the idea of paſſing the night at the cot- 
tage was inſupportable. After deſiring 
the ſervant to ſearch Mr. Scamper's 
apartment, and obtaining no intelligence 
reſpecting my papers, I preſented the 
kind attendant half my property, con- 
Jured her to take ſteps for the interment 
of the body ; and, as the ſun was ſinking 
in the horizon, ſet out on foot, with a 
{mall bundle of cloaths, unconſcious whi- 


ther I was going, or where I ſhould that 
night find a place to ſhelter me. 


I croſſed the ſkirts of Arcot-park, 
and taking a narrow path along the 


fields, began to ruminate on the viciſſi- 


tudes of my fortune. The evening was 
glowing ; but the ſoft breezes from the 
neighbouring hills revived me, as I hal- 
tily purſued my way, fearleſs of every 
danger. On my paſſing an upland mea- 
dow, I looked back on the valley. I 
obſerved the contraſt between the luxu- 


rious abode of an eaſtern deſpor, and the 
low 
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low thatched cottage where a no leſs 
guilty wretch expiated his offence by an 
untimely death: a ſigh rehieved my 
heart, and the philoſophy of an unconta- 
minated ſpirit whiſpered, © Gertrude, 
more happy art thou in the poverty of 
rectitude than the gilded caitiff, who, 
though his crimes are hid beneath a 
ſhield of gold, is (till the ſlave of a per- 
ſecuting conſcience !” 

I continued walking till I came to a 
narrow lane bordered on each fide by a 
row of venerable elms, and terminating 
in a cloſe wood, which was ſo thickly in- 
terwoven that its gloom ſeemed almoſt. 
impervious. I now perceived that I had; 
loſt my way, and that there was no track 
of carriages which might lead me to hope- 
I ſhould again ſtrike into the high road. 
towards Cheltenham. My perplexity 
was conſiderably augmented. by the ra- 
pid cloſe of twilight; and I ſtood, dur- 
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ing ſeveral minutes, pondering on my 


ſituation. 


miles, and my exhauſted frame partool: 
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I had at leaſt meaſured three 


of the mental fatigue which rehdered me 
incapable of every exertion. My pro- 
ſpect was terrible: I expected to be be- 


nighted in a wood, which, to my ſtartled 


imagination, appeared almoſt impene- 


trable. 


] would have retrodden the 


long avenue, but the duſky vapours 
which now enveloped the ſky, rendered 
the perſpective gloomy beyond defcrip- 
tion: to proceed was hazardous; to 


turn back would have been ſtill more 
deſperate : day cloſed, and I was almoſt 


hopeleſs, 


when I heard the diſtant tink- 


ling of a ſheep-bell: I ſtood till to liſ- 


ten; the 


vibration continued; and in a 


few minutes the whiſtling of a ſhepherd- 
boy inſpired me with new courage. I 
traced the cheering ſound to a glen on 


the oppolite ſide of the wood ; and, 


urged 


. 
\ 
- 
* 
5 
= 
ns 
+ w 
al 
8 
* 
„ 
3 
9 
FA 
E 
2 
4 
4, 
4 7 
I 
. 
4 
aq 
E. 


THE FALSE FRIEND. 109 


urged by the ſolitude of my ſituation, I 
ruſhed amidſt the gloom with the deter- 
mination to overtake it. 

My feet ſeemed winged as I meaſured 
the lonely path; and, in a ſhort time, I 


found myſelf on the borders of the wood. 


'The bell continued to tinkle, and I could 
now hear the footſteps of the ſhepherd 
on the dry turf, where he was preparing 
to pen his fold. I darted from the gloom 
which I had paſſed, and flew towards 
him. Alarmed at the fight of ſo unex- 
pected a wanderer, and filled with the 
ſuperſtitious terrors which never fail ta 
attend a contracted education, my white 
dreſs and ſwiftly-gliding form conveyed 
to his mind the idea of a ſupernatural 
being. The boy haſtened as ſpeedily as 
his feet would carry him acroſs the glen, 
while I followed without the power to 

utter a ſyllable. 
Thus we continued to exert our ſpeed 
till we reached a lofty gate of gloomy 
F 6 antiquity. 
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antiquity. The dark ivy which covered 
the ſtone rendered it at this duſky hour 
black and ſtupendous. The boy paſſed 
a court- yard, and haſtening towards æ go- 
thic door, entered ſuddenly, and cloſed 
it. I was too much rejoiced to find any 
thing like a peopled habitation to relin- 
quiſh my purſuit ; therefore loudly beat- 
ing at the door, deſired admittance. 

In a few moments a female made her 
appearance : ſhe inquired what brought 
me thither, alone, and on foot, at ſuch a 
dreary hour. Her voice ſeemed familiar 
to me; and on the boy bringing a light, 
J inſtantly recognized my friend Mrs. 
Walters, the good old houſekeeper of 
Denmore Caſtle. 

I embraced her with rapture : ſhe 
ſhed tears of joy at ſeeing me: a thou- 
fand queſtions rapidly followed, and 1 
was uſhered into a ſpacious oak parlour, 
where a ſmall table was prepared for 
ſupper. 


I now 
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I now inquired whether ſhe could ac- 
commodate me with a bed for one night. 
« Aye, for twenty !” cried ſhe, again 
hugging me with unfeigned delight : 
te but firſt you muſt eat and drink, and 
compoſe your ſpirits,” added the kind- 
hearted creature, I knew not how to 
expreſs my gratitude ; but taking a chair, 
(the lad who had been my involuntary 
guide placing a brown jug of ale on the 
table plentifully covered with food,) I 
accepted her offer, for my ſtrength was 
nearly ſubdued by fatigue and want of 
nouriſhment. 

My ſenſations on finding once more a 
friend to ſolace me, may be imagined, 
but cannot be deſcribed. It was in vain 
that I attempted to explain my ſituation 
Mrs. Walters would not hear me till I 
had partaken of her ſupper : and though 
my exhauſted ſtate would ſcarcely allow 
of my ſpeaking, yet I felt the neceſſity 
of 
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of accounting to her for the ſingularity 
of my viſit. | 

As ſoon as ] had recovered from my 
ſurprize, I propoſed unravelling the myſ- 
tery of my night's adventure ; but Mrs. 
Walters requeſted that I would defer the 
detail till the following morning: © you 
want repoſe, my dear child,” faid ſhe; 
« J will ſee you ſafe to your chamber; 
there is nothing here that can diſturb 
you, and as I always ring the houfe-bell 
at ten o'clock as a ſignal that the family 

uſt retire to bed, I will not break 
through my invariable cuſtom, but im- 
mediately attend you.“ 

We roſe from table, and paſſing 
through the hall, where a number of 
ruſtic ſervants awaited the word of com- 
mand from the houſekeeper, aſcended 
to my chamber. The bed was after the 
faſhion of the laſt century; the furniture 


no leſs gothic in its appearance; the 
| wainſcot 
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wainſcot was, like the floor, of brown 
oak. highly poliſhed; and the whole of 
the apartment was calculated to excite a 
ſuperſtitious horror. I was, however, 
too much fatigued to contemplate, for 
any length of time, ſuch unimportant ob- 
jets: the wearineſs of a waſted ſpirit 
ſtole over my eyes, and I had ſcarcely 
placed my head upon my pillow before 
I totally forgot my ſituation. | | 
Sleep, when it is the effect of exceſſive 
fatigue, is generally diſturbed and tran- 
ſient: for a time the ſenſes yield to the 
influence of Nature, but the feveriſh laſ- 
ſitude which accompanies ſuch repoſe 
deprives it of the ſweetly-ſoothing power 
which tranquil minds experience. My 
ſlumber was of ſhort duration, ſtartliſh, 


brain; I awoke ſoon after day-break, 
On firſt opening my eyes, I was at a loſs 
to recolle& mylelf: the lofty bed, the 
antique chamber, ſo ſtrikingly contraſt- 
ed 


and diſturbed by confuſed viſions of the 
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ed the cottage, where I had paſſed my 
lateſt hours, in the chamber of a dead 
friend, that I was alarmed before I had 
recovered the power of reflection. My 
heart beat convulſively during ſeveral 
minutes: the remembrance of all that 
had recently happened tended to increaſe 
the gloomy impreſſions, which the pale 
light of morning, and the ſtillneſs of 
my lonely chamber augmented every 
moment. 

Conſcious that I could not ſleep, 
and indeed dreading even the chance of 
forgetfulneſs, leaſt dreams of a terrify- 
ing nature ſhould augment my nervous 
inquietude, I ſummoned reſolution ta 
quit my bed. On approaching the win- 
dow diſcovered that the houſe ſtood on 
the banks of the Severn, romantically 
opening to a chain of hills, lofty, and 
pictureſque, Soothed by the proſpect, 
which brightened every moment as the 
ſun roſe from the horizon, I opened the 

3 long 
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long gothic caſement, and indulged my 
mind by contemplating its beauty: the 
gradual deſcent to the ſwift-gliding river, 
was covered with turf, which ſprinkled 
with dew- drops, glittered in the morn- 
ing luſtre. The adjacent acclivities 
were ſtill ſcattered with broken clouds, 
which floated around them, while through 
their grey vapours the eye was amuſed 
by a pleaſing aſſemblage of tufred herb- 
age, thatched cottages, winding paths, 
and variegated woodlands, 

I ſoon felt my courage renovat- 
ed, and ventured to quit my chamber. 
In a ſmall adjoining cloſer, which was 
filled with old books, I found a writing- 
deſk; and to my infinite delight, every 
means of communicating the events 
which compoſe this tedious letter. You 
will, at leaſt, if it fails to amuſe you, 
rejoice to know that I am once more 
iodged in a fafe and tranquil aſylum, 


where I bid you, my dear Frances, a 
ſhort farewell, 
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LETTER LXXXIX. 


The Same to the Same. 


| Auguſt 24, 3797. 
Tue family roſe early, and at feven 
o'clock I received a viſit from Mrs. 
Walters, who expreſſing her ſurpriſe at 
ſeeing me dreſt; informed me that 
breakfaſt waited. > I deſcended with her 
to the oak parlour,” and we ſoon en- 
tered into converſation on the ſubject of 
my extraordinary ſituation. Mrs, Wal- 
ters without | heſitation acquainted me 
with all that had paſſed ſince my depar- 
ture from Denmore Caſtle ; at the ſame 
time aſſuring me, that my abſence had 
been a ſource of regret to the whole 
family. c 


; 


10 
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To a being whom the world had 
treated ſo unkindly, this intelligence 
could not fail to afford ſome conſolation; 
and from thoſe who could derive no pol- 
ſible advantage from their affection, 


the proof of regard came doubly accept 


able; for whether it originates in a con- 
tracted education, a limited degree of 


intellectual expanſion, or a conſciouſ- 


neſs of ſervitude, I will not pretend to 
aſſert ; but unqueſtionably the liberal 
virtues, gratitude, and diſitereſted at- 


tachment, are now very rarely to be 
found among the uncultivated orders of 


ſociety: wich them ſelf. love is the pre- 
domi ren, the main ſpring of 


action; the ſource of every undertaking, 
and the object which actuates every ap- 
parent aſliduity, This rule is not 
without ſome exceptions, but the ex- 


amples worthy of applauſe are ſo few, 
and the inſtances of low hypocriſy, in- 


ſolence, and intereſted cunning ſo com- 
mon, 
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mon, that the evils of exiſtence are uni- 
formly augmented, in proportion as we 
are liable to the effects of their machina- 
tions. 

Mrs. Walters informed me, that after 
my departure from the Caſtle it was al- 
moſt entirely deſerted by Lord Denmore: 
that Mr. and Mrs. Pew frequently came 
to inquire for me, and never without 
ſhedding tears of regret, that I had 
quitted the parſonage and their protection. 
Every additional proof that J was not 
wholly deſerted by affectionate natures, 
that memory had not entirely been cloſ- 
ed againſt me and my misfortunes, ſerved 
tO re vive my ſpirics, now nearly exhauſt- 
ed by affliction. Yet, alas! Frances, 
my icnovating hopes ſeemed like the 
partial ſun-beams which penerrate the 
thickening ſtorm, vivid, but not laſting. 

I frequently inquired the name and 
rank of the poſſeſſor of her preſent ha- 


bitation; but Mrs. Walters informed 
me, 
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me, that ſhe had never ſeen him: ſhe 
had been recommended to the place ſhe 
held in the eſtabliſhment by Lady Ar- 
cot's femme de chambre; and though ſhe 
had lived in the manor-houſe more than 
three months, its owner had never once 
been there. © He is lately come to 
this eſtate,” ſaid Mrs. Walters, „ and 
has been very ill in London nearly the 
whole ſummer.” I now began to trem- 
ble; and as ſoon as I ſummoned reſolu- 
tion to ſpeak, again addreſſed her. 

« Do you expect him ſoon?” ſaid I, 

ce have waited his coming theſe five 
days,” replied Mrs. Walters. A 
meſſenger came here to order that the 
houſe may be aired, and every thing 
made ready for his arrival, with a young 
Lady, whom he intends to marry; a rich 
heireſs, but a little diſordered in her 
fenſes.” 

* Your maſter's name?“ ſaid I with a 
faltering voice, 

« Somer- 


118 THE FALSE FRIEND. 


« Sornerton,” replied Mrs. Walters. 
Ifleant upon her arm to ſupport mylelf, 
She obſerved my countenance, as it ſud- 


denly changed, and reaching me a chair, 


J ſunk into it almoſt overpowered with 
aſtoniſhment. The good woman's con- 
cern was evident; ſhe had not the fainteſt 
idea that Somerton was the new name 
of the infamous Treville ; or that the 
ſuppoled maniac was your ill-fated 
friend. After a few moments of recol- 
lection, in which I endeavoured to ſum- 
mon all my fortitude, I again addreſſed 
her: 

% My worthy woman,“ ſaid I, «you 
know not whom you ſerve; you are un— 
"conſcious that the poſſeſſor of this man- 
ſion is the moſt atrocious villain bencatl 
the ſun.” | 

e Heaven forbid!” exclaimed MIS. 
Walters, trembling, “ for he is a fricnd 
of Lady Arcot's.” 


ce That 
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« That title does not give him any 
additienal claim to reſpectability,“ ſaid 
I; „ for dignity of mental worth is 
not always the paſſport to exalted bo- 
ſoms; we ſee the moſt abandoned, the 
moſt unprincipled perſons ſanctioned in 
the higheſt ſphere of patronage, while 
rectitude and genius are, condemned to 
toil amidſt. the humiliations of Poren 
and ſcorn.“ 

« Alas! it is indeed a pity,” ſighed 
Mrs. Walters; © but what can thoſe 
mortals do who are not bleſſed with 
power and affluence ?” 

« Reſiſt oppreſſion,” ſaid I. 

« And what good will that produce,” 
interrupted Mrs. Walters; while fortune 
is their foe, they would but toil to no pur- 
poſe; for gold will buy obedience from 
one half the world at leaſt, and very few 
indeed will take part with the unfor- 
tunate,” The truth of this obſervation 
ſilenced me; I felt it ſtrike upon my 


heart, 
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heart, and a feebly- reſiſting ſigh was 
my only comment. 

ce Perhaps you have been miſinform- 
ed,” ſaid Mrs. Walters; © indeed I am 
fully perſuaded that it muſt be ſo, for 
Mr. Somerton is a man of family and 
conſequence.” 

© Therefore his errors are ſanctioned, 
and his name reſcued from that diſgrace 
which a more obſcure offender would 
inevitably ſuffer,” ſaid I; & with a mind 
naturally vicious he ſet out early in life 
as a travelling tutor to an exalted profli- 
gate. The luxurious regions of France 
and Italy did not fail to foſter every evi! 
propenſity, and to ſubdue every latent 
virtue, that conſcience taught to ſtruggle 
in his boſom. On his return to England 
he became the aſſociate of nobles, the 
idol of our ſex, the envy of his own; till 
by the influence he acquired in the 


faſhionable world, he proved himſelt 


equally experienced in the various occu- 


pations 
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pations of a bear- leader, a ſycophant, and 
a toad-eater.“ 

Mrs. Walters ſtarted: ſhe was a ſtran- 
ger to the meaning of thoſe titles; and 
believing them in their literal ſenſe, 
ſeemed to ſhudder with horror, I will 
ſerve him no longer,“ ſaid ſhe : “ a bear- 
leader, and a toad-eater! Merciful Hea- 
vens! Why the man is little better than 
a monſter,” I could ſcarcely refrain 
from ſmiling. 

« I muſt depart immediately,“ ſaid I. 
« Already a ſufferer more than once by 
the machinations of Mr. Somerton, I 
have no hope of ſuture ſafety but in 
avoiding his preſence: for you will be 
aſtoniſhed when I tell you, that the 
wretch, under whoſe roof you have fo 
kindly ſheltered me, is no other than 
Mr. Treville ; and the ſuppoſed maniac 
whom he wiſhed to enthral by a forced 


marriage, was my ſelf.“ 


vol. IV. G « You 
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e You don't tell me ſo!” exclaimed 
Mrs. Walters, throwing her arms about 
my neck, and with tears in her eyes, em- 
bracing me. We will go together, my 
dear Miſs Gertrude,” added the kind- 
hearted creature; * we will not ſleep 
under the roof of ſuch a wicked mortal, 
I have often heard of his ſad doings, 
when he was at Denmore Caſtle; and 
of his ſeducing my poor lady ; and 
cauſing all the affliction which the whole 
family ſuffered.” 

« IT cannot conſent to your quitting 
the manor-houſe on my account,” ſaid J. 
e Perhaps it will be an advantageous 
ſituation ; and I ſhall regret the injury 
which you will ſuſtain, becauſe my ad- 
verſe fortune prevents the poſſibility of 
my making you any compenſation.” 

« Do not think about that,” replicd 
Mrs. Walters; „for I would rather 


ſerve the pooreſt maſter that was honeſt, 
| than 
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than the firſt of our nobility with ſuch a 
character as Mr. Somerton's ; beſides,“ 
added ſhe, * no woman is ſafe under the 
roof of ſuch a profligate. I ſhall cer- 


tainly avoid danger before it is too late; 


for what can be expected from one who 
leads bears, and is a toad-eater ?” TI 
could not ſuppreſs a ſmile, which vanity, 
ſo natural to the human heart, occaſion- 
ed: and I conſidered the good Mrs, 
Walters, uttering her fears of a perſonal 
inſult, as an additional proof that, in our 
ſex, the idea of poſſeſſing powers of at- 
traction ſeldom deſerts the mind till it 
loſes all the faculties of memory or re- 
flection. While we were converſing, a 


ſociable ſtopped at the gate: and how 


ſhall I deſcribe my agitation, when I be- 
held Lord and Lady Arcot, with their 
amiable friends, Lord and Lady Mel- 
comb. They all inſtantly deſcended, 
and ruſhed into the court-yard ; I had 
jult time to avoid meeting them, by 

G 2 haſtening 
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haſtening to my chamber, and impa- 
tiently waiting for their departure. 

Near an hour paſſed before Mrs. Wal- 
ters came to relieve me from my ſtate of 
painful anxiety. As ſoon as ſhe entered 
the room, I perceived that ſhe had heard 
news of importance. Her face was pale, 
and ſhe trembled exceſſively. “ The 
vengeance of Heaven has overtaken the 
wicked wretch!“ ſaid ſhe. 

« Is he dead?“ interrupted I, with a 
preſentiment of horror, which almoſt ar- 
reſted the powers of articulation. 

te Not abſolutely dead,” replied Mrs. 
Walters; „but dying. The devil will 
have his own ſomehow or other; and 
Mr. Somerton 1s at laſt brought to an- 
ſwer for his crimes.” 

c By whom?” ſaid I eagerly. 


& That is more than I know,” replicd 


Mrs. Walters. 
« Tell me all you have heard,” {aid I; 
ce for | am more deeply intereſted in 


this event than you can imagine.” 
c J heard 
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« J heard but little,” anſwered Mrs, 
Walters. “ All that my Lady Arcot 


wanted to know was, whether he had 


been brought home to die at the manor- 
houſe ; for ſhe had been informed that he 
was not expected to live many days, when 
the meſſenger left him.“ 

« What meſſenger ?” interrupted J. 
« When and where did ſhe ſay he had 
been laſt ſeen ?” 

et She did not mention either the time 
or place,” ' cried Mrs. Walters; © bur 
ſhe told me that ſhe ſhould call or ſend 
again in the evening, to know whe- 
ther I have received any intelligence; 


for ſhe ſeemed very anxious reſpecting 


Mr. Somerton's ſafety.” 

« What is to be done?“ ſaid I, with 
the utmoſt agitation. © A thouſand fears 
are awakened in my heart; and, if my 
preſentiment be true, another pang 1s yet 
deſtined to affail it. Mrs. Walters per- 
ceiving my diſtreſs, conjured me to com- 
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126 THE FALSE FRIEND, 
poſe my ſpirits ; with a promiſe, that 
when Lady Arcot returned, ſhe would 
endeavour to obtain ſatisfactory intelli- 
gence. After a few moments of reflec- 
tion, I refolved on remaining one night 
longer at the manor-houſe. I know not 
why, but I felt an almoſt unconquerable 
defire to ſee Mr. Somerton before he 
paid the forfeit of his temerity; no 
doubt remaining in my mind but that he 
had fallen in a rencontre with Edward 
Aſhgrove. 

You will eaſily imagine what were the 
ſenſations of my ſoul on hearing this 
ambiguous intelligence, My fancy in- 
voluntarily dwelt on the grave of poor 
Mary, and the pangs ſhe had endurcd 
for her fond reliance on the profeſſions 
of a villain. Memory then wandered 
back to the laſt ſcene of Lady Den- 
more's ſorrows. I ſhuddered as I recol- 
lected their melancholy progreſs, their 


- torturing termination, Ah, Frances! 


then 
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then how rapidly, how inſtinctively did 


my thoughts retrace thoſe early ſcenes, 
when, in a guardian's attentions, I ex- 
perienced almoſt a father's fondneſs ; 
when my hours flew {ſwiftly on the gay 
path of life, which fancy ſtrewed with 
flowers ! 


I muſt relinquiſh my pen; for me- 


mory will conjure up ſuch viſions as will 
make my ſoul ſhrink into inanity. My 
hour is not yet come: Heaven knows, 
when it arrives 1 ſhall meet it with 
that reſignation which is the reſult of 
long and hopeleſs ſorrow.— Farewell. 
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LETTER XC. 


The Same to the Same. 


Auguſt 25, 1797. 
'T nz day paſſed flowly. Mrs. Walters 
perſiſted in her determination to quit the 
- manor-houſe ; and all my perfuaſions 
could not induce her to relinquiſh her 
' purpoſe. The abhorrence which ſhe 
expreſſed of Mr. Somerton's conduct, 
the ſympathy which ſhe felt when ſhe 
retraced the many atrocities he had 
pPractiſed, and the wiſh to accompany 
me were not to be over-ruled by any in- 
tereſted conſideration: and finding every 
intreaty, on my part, fail, we agreed on 
the following day to ſet out for London: 
to remain there a very ſhort period, and 
from thence to proceed for Denmore par- 
ſonage. 


I ardently 
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I ardently long once more to embrace 
the good Rector and his amiable part- 
ner. I feel an intuitive impulſe which 
ſeems to draw my footſteps towards their 
tranquil habitation, Sickened by the 
diſguſting ſcenes of tumultuous life, and 
weary of the world's duplicity, I ſigh for 
the repoſe of ſolitude, the ſociety of ra- 
tional beings. I have long been buffeted 
by the ſtorms of a diſaſtrous deſtiny 


and my foul pants for that peaceful haven 
where I ſhall reſt, 


I will not indulge the mournful pre- 
ſage: I will endeavour to ſhake off the 
idea, which by long indulgence has 
taken poſſeſſion of my mind: it is more 
than weak; it is little leſs than criminal. 

Evening has arrived, and no meſſage 
is yet come from Lady Arcot. I nothing 
important ſhall occur before to-morrow, 
at noon we purpoſe ſetting out for Lon- 
don. I promiſed Mr. Aſhgrove that I 
would follow him to the New Foreſt: 
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But the memory of my loſt friend would 
render that ſpot a ſcene of regret, too 
poignant for my heart to bear at this 
momentous period. Whatever plan [ 
may determine to adopt, you ſhall not 
fail to know it: for the ſanction of ſuch 
friendſhip as yours will ſuſtain my forti- 
tude under every trial.ä— Adieu. 


LETTER | ACT; 
The Same to the Same. 


Auguſt 27, 1797. 
Tin moved tardily ; till Mrs, Wal 
ters, obſerving the anxiety of my mind, 
propoſed going to Arcot Hall, in 
order to obtain all the intelligence which 
had arrived reſpecting Mr. Somerton. 


IJ objected to her departure on account 
of 
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of the lateneſs of the hour, it being near 
ten o'clock when ſhe ſuggeſted her in- 
tention, Yet ſhe perceived by my man- 
ner, which expreſſed the undecided ſtate 
of my mind, that I anxiouſly wiſhed to 
hear if any thing new had tranſpired ; 
and without farther ceremony, ſhe or- 
dered one of the old domeſtics to pre- 
pare a horſe with a pillion, and to attend 
her on the friendly expedition. 

It was impoſſible to refrain from 
ſmiling, when Mrs. Walters, in her green 
joſeph, made her appearance. A ſportſ- 
woman of the laſt century would have 
preſented a leſs gothic figure : but the 
motive of her {hort journey ſoon over- 
powered the ridiculous effect which her 
perſon produced; and I attended her to 
the outward gate, where the ſervant, 
who rode before her, taking a lantern, 
I watched them briſkly trotting down 
the long avenue, till their light dimi- 
niſhed to the ſize of a glow-worm. 
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The reflections which followed were 
favourable to human nature; and I joy- 
fully cheriſhed the hope, that unſophiſti- 
cated beings, removed from the exten= 
ſive circles of ſociety, were yet ſtrangers 
to the vices of the world. The friendly 
conduct of Mrs. Walters more than 
compenſated for the folly, meanneſs, 
and hypocriſy of thoſe whom, tm my 
Journey through buſy ſcenes, I had been 
| deſtined to encounter. 

With a mind abſorbed by meditation, 
returned along the court-yard, and en- 
tered the oak- room; where the abſence 
of my venerable friend ſeemed to throw 
a deepened gloom on every object; but! 
remained only a ſhort time in the par- 
Jour ; for having letters to write, and the 
family always ſupping in the adjoining 
hall, I concluded that I ſhould be more 
retired and tranquil in my chamber. 

The night was exceſſively ſultry, 
and my ſpirits conſiderably fatigued by 
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the ruminations of the paſt day; I there- , 
fore reſolved, if poſſible, to compoſe my 
mind, and to await the return of Mrs. 
Walters with patience. An hour paſſed, 
and I began to expect her home ; bur, 
recollecting the diſtance to Arcot Hall, 
the mode of my friend's travelling, and 
the many queſtions ſhe would be obliged 
to aſk, I tacitly reproved my mind for 
its impatience, and reſolved to ſeek ſome 
amuſement till her arrival. 

I obſerved many old books in a cloſet 
adjacent to my chamber; and I read a 
few pages of ſeveral volumes with a reſt= 
leſſneſs of thought which defeated my 
purpoſe. I often repaired to the Gothic 
caſement, to contemplate the ſolemn 
ſcenery of woods and vallies, then vi- 
ſible by the clear light of the moon, 
which had riſen above the neighbouring 
mountains. The Severn flowed ſwiftly, 
with a rippling, lulling ſound, beneath 
my window; and the wind, blowing 
from 
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from the ſouth, ſeemed to refreſh the 
earth, whoſe ſcorched ſurface imbibed 


the dew that caſt a blue miſt over it. 


Fancy led me back to the ſecluſion of 
our early ſtudies ; and I was repeating 
the beautiful ſtanzas of Beattie's Hermit, 
when I heard the outward gate-bell rung 
with violence, 

I ſtarted from my poetical reverie, 
and haſtily deſcended to the hall. A 
ſtrangely confuſed noiſe in the court- 
yard awakened apprehenſions for the 
ſafety of Mrs. Walters; and my terrors 
were augmented, when I ſaw ſeveral of 
the ſervants ſupporting a perſon evidently 
feeble. I ruſhed towards the group ; 
but how, Frances, ſhall I deſcribe my 
aſtoniſhment, when I perceived Mr. 
Somerton, pale, ghaſtly, and exhauſted? 

He was too ſeverely agonized to no- 
tice me, by the glimmering light of the 
lantern which a boy carried before him. 
My ſituation was now perplexing and 


painful; 
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painful: I ſhuddered, while my heart 
throbbed with curioſity : I longed, yet 
feared to inquire after Edward Aſh- 
orove: I anticipated the effect which 
my preſence would inevitably produce 
on the mind of the guilty Somerton. 
He was led to a ſpacious apartment on 
the ground- floor of the manor-houle ; 
where, he being placed on a ſofa, through 
the window I obſerved him. His coun- 
tenance was terrific; his eyes ſunk and 
hollow; his cheek livid ; his lip colours 
leſs; and his whole frame convulſed with 
corporeal as well as mental agonies. A 
thrilling ſenſation of horror, which was 
undeſcribable, ruſhed through my heart ; 
and the cold drops ſtarted from my fore- 


head, as though the hand of death was 
on me. 


While I was contemplating this pic=- 
ture of Heaven's juſt indignation, I ob- 
ſerved him deliver a letter to one of the 
ſervants, who inſtantly quitted the room; 


and 
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and mounting his horſe, already waiting 
in the court-yard, proceeded {ſwiftly 
down the avenue. 

I now entered the houſe, and repeated 
my inquiries reſpecting Mrs. Walters, 
whoſe return I awaited with more 1mpa- 


tience than ever; particularly, as I re- 


collected that, in my perplexed ſtate of 
mind, when ſhe departed, I had wholly 
forgot to requeſt that ſhe would not 
mention my being at the manor- houle, 
Perplexities now ſeemed to accumulate 
rapidly ;- and each ſucceeding vexation 
appeared more trying than the laſt : yet 
1 had not reſolution to depart, till I 
could fully inform myſelf of Edward's 
fate, and of the event which had reduced 

Mr. Somerton to ſuch imminent peril, 
It was paſt midnight when Mrs. Wal- 
ters returned, accompanied by Lord 
and Lady Arcot, and attended by the 
ſervant who had been diſpatched on 
horſeback with the letter. By this time 
Mr, 
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Mr. Somerton was removed to a cham- 
ber adjoining to that in which I had 
ſlept the preceding night. The whole 
houſe was a ſcene of confuſion ; Lady 
Arcot flying from room to room like 
one that was diſtracted ; the ſervants 
terrified at their new maſter's ſituation z 
and Lord Arcot ſwearing vehemently, _ Ka 
that it was © prodigiouſly ridiculous for With 
a man to breed a rumpus in the neigh- 135 
bourhood at ſuch an unſeaſonable hour; 1 if 
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particularly after having decamped from 
Arcot-Hall, without taking leave of the 14 
family: he had no notion of ſuch under- Þ+ 4 
handed proceedings; and if my Lady 114 
choſe to worrit herſelf about ſuch a cox- 3 
comb, he ſhould return home without #-/þ 
ber.“ This threat was uttered in a tone 1 
| too loud to admit of a ſuppoſition tha ; 
Lady Arcot was within hearing ; for do- 
meſtic dominion was not one of thoſe 
privileges which the ennobled nabob aſ- 
ſerted: 


r $ 
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ſerted: he, like moſt deſpots, had ty- 
rannized over the unhappy, till he was, 
in his turn, the vaſſal ofa tyrant. At one 
o' clock Mrs. Walters entered my cham- 
ber; but her countenance, when I flew to 
meet her, almoſt petrified me with afflic- 
tion: it was cold and reſerved : ſhe drew 
Sack ; and with an auſtere tone of voice, 
informed me, that ſhe could no longer 
be my friend, for reaſons which at a 
convenient period ſhe would explain 
more fully. 

I had not power to demand an eluci- 
dation of conduct ſo extraordinary: my 
ſurprize was evident; and ſhe, taking 
advantage of the ſilence which it occa- 
ſioned, immediately quitted the room. 
Language cannot deſcribe what I felt at 
this moment of humiliation : I haſtened 
to my chamber, almoſt frantic ; and 
having made up the ſmall bundle of 


cloaths which I brought with me from 
the 
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the cottage, I have reſolved to eſcape 
from the manor-houſe as. ſoon as day 
breaks. Waiting that approaching pe- 
riod, I conclude my letter, 


LETTER XCIL, 


The Same to the Same. 


Auguſt 29, 1797. 
Don mo the remainder of the time be- 
fore dawn · light, I heard a confuſed whĩſ- 
pering in the gallery which led to my 
chamber. At firſt it alarmed me; but 


concluded that it was Lady Arcot and 
Mrs. Walters, or ſome domeſtic of the 


family, and my apprehenſions vaniſhed. 
Long and tedious did the moments 
ſeem, while I watched at my window 


for the glimpſe of day; and highly did 
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my heart beat, when the grey light be- 
gan to gleam above the mountains. I 
now hoped to effect my eſcape without 
interruption, for every thing was per- 
fectly ſtill ; and a lad, who was gene- 
rally up the firſt of the family, and who 
had led me to the manor-houſe, had 
been ordered to riſe before the ſun, in 
caſe he ſnould be wanted. 

Still I was reluctant to depart at en— 
mity with Mrs. Walters; unconſcious of 
having done any thing that could poſ- 
fibly offend her; and knowing, by fatal 
experience, that half the animoſities 
which rankle in the human breaſt origi- 
nate 1n error, and take root becauſe no 
effort 1s made for their extermination, 
We meet our deareſt friends at moments 
when our minds are unharmonized by the 
perplexities of exiſtence : we are cold, 


thoughtful, or embarraſſed ; but we do 


not take the trouble to explain our mo- 


tives, and we wound their ſenſibility 
while 
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while we are tacitly indulging our own, 
From this period we find them changed 
and ſceptical; our pride takes up arms 
in defiance of our judgment, and we 
mark that being as an enemy, whom, 
by more ingenuous conduct, we ſhould 
ſtil] love and value. 

Theſe ideas made me anxious to fee 
Mrs. Walters previous to my quitting 
the manor-houſe ; and as the rays of 
morning were rapidly advancing from 
the horizon, I felt the conviction that 
there was no time to loſe; I therefore 
ſtole ſoftly from my chamber, and pro- 
ceeded towards that in which I concluded 
ſhe ſtill Nept; for the tranquillity which 
reigned throughout the whole houſe 
induced me to conclude that Lord and 
Lady Arcot had taken their departure, 
I found Mrs. Walters already riſen, for 
ſhe had only thrown herſelf for an hour 
upon her bed, without undreſſing. I 
conjured her to explain the myſterious 
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reſerve which I had experienced the 
preceding night; and to tell me wherein 


I had unintentionally offended. Her 


anſwer was brief, but deciſive: * You 
have deceived me; you have alſo de- 
ceived Lady Arcot; and, believing you 
to be a wicked, artful girl, I have for 
ever done with you.“ 

I now inſtantly perceived the cauſe 
of the ſudden change in her manner to- 
wards me. I naturally concluded that 
Lady Arcot had been my calumniator ; 
and that my quitting her houſe with Mr. 
Somerton had afforded her revenge this 
ample ſource of gratification, I allo felt 
aſſured that Mrs. Walters had incau- 
tiouſly mentioned my concealment at 
the manor-houſe ; and that nothing leſs 
than the ruin of my reputation would 
now ſatisfy my malignant perſecutor. 
It was in vain that I conjured Mrs. 
Walters to name the ſpecies of impro- 


priety of which I had been acculed: 
ſhe 
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ſhe replied, that ſhe was ſworn to 
ſecrecy, and that before many hours 
paſſed I ſhould know all I wiſhed upon 
the ſubject, from thoſe who had a right 
to condemn me. This anſwer only 
ſerved to augment my alarm and cha- 
orin, and to point out the neceſlity for 
my immediate departure: * Indeed,” 
ſaid I, ſighing deeply, «© I am not 
guilty of any premeditated crime, but I 
know that Lady Arcot is my accuſer, 
and that her rancour will not let the ill- 


fated being eſcape on whom it has once 
faſtened.“ 


« Lady Arcot was your friend,” ſaid 
Mrs. Walters; „ ſhe wiſhed to reconcile 
you to Lord Denmore, but you thought 
fit to clope from her protection with Mr. 
Somerton, and to make me the dupe of 
your artful contrivances; but, thank 
Heaven, this is the firſt time I was ever 
made convenient to ſuch abominable 
doings. I now believe all I heard about 


poor 
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poor Lady Denmore, and I make 10 
doubt but the ſtory of your ſhooting 
Mr. Somerton in a fit of jealouſy was a; 
true as the Goſpel,” I uttered no an- 
ſwer; I could neither deny my having 
wounded Mr, Somerton, nor my recent 
eſcape from Arcot-Hall ; therefore 
dreading a farther inveſtigation of my 
conduct, I reſolved, without delay, to 
commence my journey. 

Paſſing the door of Mr. Somerton's 
chamber, I met Lady Arcot, who was 
at that moment quitting it: her indig- 
nant glance was followed by an excla- 
mation of aſtoniſhment, at the ſame 
moment that ſhe graſped my hand, and 
demanded whither I wasvtng. I mac 
no reply. She now called; for affiſtance: 
« Help, ſaid ſhe, “ help me, once 
more to ſecure this runaway profligate.” 

« Here at leaſt, Lady Arcot,” aid !. 
« you have no right to detain me; the 


violence which I have experienced un- 
| der 
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der your roof, rendered my eſcape the 
effect of deſperation : if I have cauſe to 
repent my raſhneſs, I may attribute 
my regret to the inhumanity of your / 
conduct.“ 

« To your criminal attachment, your 
abſurd and perſevering fondneſs for 
Mr. Somerton,” replied Lady Arcot, 
ſtill holding my hand, which I in van 
endeavoured to wreſt from her. reral 
perſons had now aſſembled af the gal- 
lery, and I was nearly overpowered by Ca 
their united efforts to detain me, When 1 
a ſervant, from Mr. Somerton's cham- 


ber, informed me that my preſence, was we 
requeſted immediately. þ 


turned pale, and ſtarted; * of 
« By whom?” faid' Mc. 


« By Mr. e "replied! "the 
meſſenger. 


She ſhall not enter the room,“ 
5 cried her Ladyſnip, with evident agita- 
nion; © ſhe! ſhall go back with me to 
r. zu. H Arcot- 
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Arcot-Hall, where her paſt and preſent 
indiſcretions ſhall be judged by Lord 
Denmore.” The ſervant returned to 
Mr. Somerton; but in a few moments 
came again with a peremptory meſſage, 


that I ſhould not on any pretext what. 


ever quit the manor-houſe till he had 
ſeen me. My maſter has buſineſs of 
importance to communicate reſpecting 
Miſs St. Leger's loſt papers,“ continu— 
ed the meſſenger, © and he muſt ſee 
her without further delay.” 


I could not reſtrain my exultation : I 


' ſmiled on my humbled tyrant, and with 


a tone of ſcornful triumph, demanded 
whether ſhe was now ſatisfied. 

« ] am at leaſt determinded, an- 
ſwered ſhe; „and you ſhall go with 


me, or I will periſh.” At this moment 


Lord Arcot, who had been an inactive 
ſpectator of the whole ſcene, thought it 
time to interpoſe. My Lady,” ſaid 
he, with a 11 voice, © this is pro- 
digioully 
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digiouſly outrageous; Miſs is no pro- 
perty of yours, and if ſhe chooſes to ex- 
poſe herſelf, why, ſhe mult take the 
conſequences, ; 


My Lord, I command you to be 
© ſilent,” cried Lady Arcot, «© I am the 
| beſt judge of my own actions, and till 
ou are wiſer, I ſhall noi. aſk your 
Fcounſel,” 


Prodigious!“ exclaimed the Nabob. 
' : «© Truth in thefe ambiguous times 
=: prodigious,” replied Lady Arcot; 
Mis St. Leger is the adopted charge 
f Lord Denmore, and till he again re- 
EEcives her under his protection, ſhe ſhall 
ot eſcape from mine; for who knows 
ut ſhe may be the unowned offspring 
a perſon of rank, and was born to 
Wove in the circles of ſplendour.” 
Lour Ladyſhip is prodigiouſly con- 
Ferate, cried Lord Arcot; „“ but, 
r my part, I think her birth of little 
| H 2 importance, 
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importance. If The belongs to nobody, 
whatſignifies who: was her father?“ 
- « differ with you in opinion,” ſaid 
Lady Arcot ; © if ſhe be the illegitimate 
offspring of a perſon of faſhion, ſhe will 
find protection which a poor man's child 
would have no right to hope for.“ 
« O; fie! my Lady!” exclaimed 
Lord Arcot; “ you talk prodigiouſly 
immoral, for if baſtards of rank are to 
be countenanced there will ſoon be an 
end to chaſtity; the only thing which 
keeps forward Miſſes in awe, is the fear 
of diſgrace, and if their -miſbegotten 
progeny are to be ſanctioned by the 
Great, the prieſt will ſoon be out of 
faſhion.” =» 
* Ridiculous!” ſaid Lady A Arcot, © you 
ſpeak like a blockhead; have we not 
ſcen girls'of the moſt abandoned origin 
permitted: to adopt the family names of 
our firſt Nobility, merely becauſe there 
3 . was 
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was a ſhadow of -probability that their 
blood was ennobled 'on the father's 
fide.” 

« The more is the ſhame,” rephed 
Lord Arcot, „for if ſuch a plan gets 
into practice, we ſhall ſee à race of ſelt- 
named baftards perking themſelves up, 
even inthe drawing-room at St. James's, 
while poor fellows” brats are ſent to the 
pariſh, wr ſtigmatiſed for their ille- 
gitimacy.“ 

Well; and it ſhould be fo,” cried 
Lady Arcot; “ for if people of cotiſe- 


quence do nor ſanction their own errors, 


who wall do it for them t? and I am ſure, 
my Lord, you have no right to condemn 
the duſtom, for nobody living has proved 
more unequivocally that power is fo- 
periot to right, than your Lordſhip,” 

« Tes, or I never ſhould have ſeen 
your Ladyfhip received in the ou 
world,“ replied Lord Arcot. 
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« This is little to the purpoſe,” ſaid 
her Ladyſhip, reddening with anger, ] 
ſhall not relinquiſh my authority to de- 
tain Miſs St. Leger till ſhe is reſtored 
to Lord Denmore's; therefore, if ſh: 
does not avow herſelf Mr. Somerton's 
miſtreſs, ſhe muſt conſent to return with 
me to Arcot-Hall without further heſi- 
tation.” At this moment another mel- 
tage from Mr. Somerton was delivered, 
and it expreſſed an impatient deſire to 
fee me immediately. 
Then I will be preſent,” ſaid Lady 
Arcot; Mr. Somerton can have no- 
thing to communicate which, I may not 
with propriety hear.“ We entered the 
room: the libertine was dreſſed, but he 
reclined upon his bed; his countenance 
ſeemed the index of an agonized and 
guilty mind, for he was now nearly re- 
duced to that ſtate of anguiſh which the 
memory of unpuniſhed crimes never 
fails to inflict upon the ſoul ; he had, 
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till that period, braved the reprover, 
Conſcience; but the licentious caitiff, 
the arch profligate now approached a tri- 
bunal where neither the effrontery of 
vice, nor the patronage of the exalted, 
could exonerate his infamy. He ſeem- 
ed to ſhrink with horror ; his eyes, the 
moment they met mine, were averted, 
and his lips quivered conyulfively while 
he attempted to expreſs his feelings: he 
was no more the daring bold-faced vil- 
lain ; the being who ſmiled at the re- 
proaches of the injured, or ſet the 
vengeance of a juſt Creator at defiance z 
this was the hour which proved him but a 
coward, a ſuperficial, arrogant impoſtor. 
What a train of ideas aroſe in my 
mind, to blacken even the darkeſt ſhades 
of his character; how naturally did me- 
mory turn to the murdered Lady Den- 
more, the perſecuted Mary; and how 
did my heart ſhudder when I beheld a 
monſter, whom, had there been honour 
_—_. in 
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in man, or ſenſibility in woman, the 
world would have ſeen an outcaſt from 
ſociety. 

Mr. Somerton, after many painful 
conflicts, for his callous heart was at 
length taught to fee] compunction, open- 
ed a wriiting-caſe which ſtood near his 
Pillow, and inſtantly took from it the 
myſterious packet. I darted towards 
him. Have patience but a few mo- 
ments,“ ſaid he, „ and I will explain 
all that has happened.“ I thought! 
nid have fainted. 

Abele päpers,“ continued Mr. So- 
merton, «| 1 0 your _ 
from Edgware. 1 opened them; z 

have read their contents, they intereſt no 
breathing creature but yourſelf, Know- 
ing this to be the caſe, I employed 
Scamper to find you: for many weeks 
he endeavoured in vain to diſcover your 


retreat, till at laſt, by accident, he met 


| make. ha T he packet was then 
| left 


4 
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leſt at your lodgings. He informed me 
of what he had done: I blamed him for 
having truſted papers of ſuch importance 
to a ſtranger's hand; and he aſſured me, 
on my promiſe of a liberal reward, 
that, at the peril of his life, he would 
regain them. He kept his word. 

„ On his arrival at Cheltenham, 


whither he had purſued Mrs, Ferret, he 


found you there. Intelligence was in- 


ftantly diſpatched to me, at Arcot-Hall ; 


and by ſtratagem you were brought 
thither. All that has ſince occurred, 
you are informed of.” Mr., Somerton 
ſeemed nearly exhauſted ; he reclined 
his head upon his pillow, while the im. 
portant packet trembled in his hand. 
My anxiety, my impatience, would 
ſearcely permit me to wait till his reno- 
vated ſtrength would enable him to pro- 
ceed. The hour, thought I, is now 
arrived 'when all my perplexities will 
derminate ; at leaſt thoſe which owe their 
5 H 5 origin 
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origin to the incertitude of my hopes 
reſpecting Lord Denmore's future pro- 
tection. Ah, Frances! how torturing 
to a proud and ſenſible mind is the ne- 
ceſſity of accepting ſervices from thoſe 
whom we ought to hate! How little 
can the pleaſures of the world exhilarate 
that heart which palpitates under the 
agonizing preſſure of dependence! 
After a few minutes ſilence, Mr. 
Somerton reſumed the diſcourſe. *© In 
this caſket,” ſaid he, © you will find ſome 
Jewels of conſiderable value: they were 
Lady Denmore's : keep them for her 
ſake.” 
I I ſhivered while memory took a brief 
retroſpect of events; but the ſenſation 
was tranſient, for all my attention ſeemed 
abſorbed in the proſpect of the moment. 
The caſe of jewels was placed on a table 
near which I fat, agitated and waiting 
with ſpeechleſs ſolicitude. Mr. So- 
merton heſitated as he again addreſſed 


me; 
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me; and his eyes ſeemed looking in- 
ward on his ſoul, while they aſſumed an 
expreſſion at once vacant and ghaſtly. 
Silence again followed, to give time for 
the tacit monitor, Conſcience, when 1 
heard haſty footſteps approaching the 
chamber; and before I could even gueſs 
at the intruder, Lord Denmore preſented 
bimſelf. 

I roſe haſtily as he entered the room; 
but the ſudden effect of ſurpriſe and ter- 


ror took from my limbs the power of 


motion, and I ſhould have ſunk upon 
the floor, had not his arms ſuſtained 
me. I buried my face in his boſom ; 
while a convulſive tremour ſhook my 
heart almoſt to annihilation. He raiſed 
me on my feet: I ſtill graſped his arm, 
and hid my features on it. Oh, Frances 
had I been, at that moment, the moſt 
criminal of mortals, I could not have 
felt a more acute ſenſation, when Lord 
Denmore exclaimed, „ Perdition. ! 

H 6 Somerton 
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Somerton here! raſh girl! loſt, loſt 
Gertrude! what a ſcene is this for a 
friend to witneſs ! | 
« Oh, my Lord! ſpeak, ſpeak once 
more; utter the name of friend, and I 
will bear your ſevereſt reproaches,” ſaid 
I. Then glancing at Somerton, I be- 
held him leaning his head upon his 
folded arms, and reſting them. on his 
pillow, At this moment the packet 
which had dropped from his graſp, met 
Lord Denmore's eyes: „ Mercifal 
_ God PP exclaimed he, „the hand- 
writing, the ſeal of Lady. Denmore ! 
what can it mean?“ 
« Forbear, my Lord,” faid I, while 
I held his arm to prevent his breaking 
the ſeals; on the importance of the 
papers which that packet contains, my 
fate depends. Profane not the laſt re- 
queſt of Lady Denmore.” His limbs 
feemed palſied: he fixed his eyes on 
mine, feebly articulating, -< What can 


It 
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it mean? The laſt requeſt of Lady 
Denmore ! Of my ill-fated wife!“ Again 
he glanced with a terrifying horror at 
Mr. Somerton, who had not courage to 
behold the being whoſe foul he, at that 
moment, agitated almoſt to frenzy. 

Lord Denmore, preſſing one hand 
upon his forchead, while the other 
' graſped the packet, continued, © God 
of mercies! how am I to decide in this 
diſtracting fituation ? Too probably do 
I gueſs at the contents of this parcel ; 
and yet I have not reſolution to uncloſe 
it.” „Then turning towards me, he 
added, with a tone of voice at once deep 
and impreflive, Are you ſure, Ger- 
trude, that theſe papers were ſealed by 
Lady Denmore ?” 

« Ah, my Lord! thoſe hands which 
now are mouldering in the tomb, folded 
and ſealed them,” Lord Denmore 
ſhivered, 

WITH « Enough, 
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Enough, enough,” ſaid he wildly ; 
e Be the taſk yours, Gertrude: open 
them: but if they are of a nature ſuch 
as I ſuſpect, even though Lady Den- 
more ſealed them, and though her 
hands be mouldering in the tomb, your 
eye mult never behold them.” 
My Lord! I dare not,” faid I, re- 

turning the parcel to him; © I dare 
not, under ſuch doubtful circumſtances, 
unfold a ſingle paper. Vet, if I muftperiſh, 
at leaſt let me behold the inſtrument of 
death : let me not expire in this dread- 
ful, this myſterious dream! Awaken 
me! I am prepared for the worſt that 
can befal me; convinced that, in this 
world, my lot is anguiſh.” 
You muſt accompany me without 
delay,” ſaid Lord Denmore. 

To the fartheſt part of the uni- 
verſe!ꝰ anſwered I, 


6 Indeed * 
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© Indeed! murmured he, with a pe- 
netrating look, which made my cheek 
redden. 

« Indeed, my Lord!” repeated J, 
firmly; „ with whom can I be ſo ſafe, 
ſo happy ?” 

Mr. Somerton now ventured to raiſe 
his head. Lord Denmore,” ſaid he, 
« my life is at your diſpoſal.” 

« Keep it, and repent then,” replied 
my guardian (for ah, Frances! he 
again deſerves the title), Mr. Somer- 
ton had not power to utter another ſyl- 
lable. Lord Denmore, ſecuring the 
packet in his boſom, led me to his car- 
riage, which was ſtill in waiting; and 
we immediately departed. Scarcely any 
converſation paſſed till we reached Chel- 
tenham ; where, being left to reſt, I 


conclude my letter, with a mind full of 
hopes and fears; fgr, on the events of a 


few days, will depend my future deſtiny. 
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LETTER XCIIL 


| 7. he Same ts the Same. 


Hh : Sept. 3, 1797. 
| EarLy in the morning I attended Lord 
Denmore at breakfaſt : his countenance 
was gloomy, and his manner convinced 
me that his heart was labouring with a 
thouſand conflicts. I was ſeveral times 
on the point of conjuring him to reſtore 
the packet ; but the ſolemnity of his 
looks, and the depreſſion of his voice, 
made my tongue faulter. After many 
ineffectual efforts, I ventured to expreſs 
my hopes that he had not deſtroyed the 
papers. Deſtroyed them, repeated 
Lord Denmore; “ not for the treaſures 
of the univerſe ! God forbid that I ſhould 
be guilty of ſuch ſacrilege! They were 
the gift of a departed angel; and while I 

am 
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am fenſible of her injuries, of my own 
infernal ” Here he ſtopped abruptly; 
his lip became pale, and a tear guſhed 
from his eye, which beſpoke no trifling 
perturbation : then turning towards me, 
he claſped me to his heart with a degree 
of energy which made me tremble.” 

« Oh, Gertrude ! were you but as in- 
nocent as when I firft received you at 
the Caſtle.“ 

4 Do you doubt it, my Lord?“ inter- 


rupted I: „ and can you hold me to 
your heart, ſuppoſing 1 am guilty ? ? 


te Somerton is a villain !“ ſaid Lord 
Denmore. 
te Feeble is that virtue which cannot 
baffle ſo avowed a libertine,” cried I, 
with a ſmile, which ſeemed to plead 
more forcibly than all the eloquence of 
language ; for at that moment Lord 
Denmore's countenance proclaimed my 
acquittal, He attempted to reply, but 
7 could 
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could not: he preſſed my hand to his 
lips; his tears fell on it. 

« Say that you believe me,” cried I, 
watching the emotions of his ſoul in his 
dark and penetrating eyes. 

« I dare not,” ſaid he. 

« Why, my Lord?” 

« Becauſe by your acquittal I fhall 
criminate myſelf.” 

« I do not comprehend you.“ 

« Have I not neglected you, Ger- 
trude? Have I not deſerted you in 
poverty, and expoſed to every inſult ?” 

«© Think of it no more,” ſaid I. 

« Have I not liſtened to every artful 
tale; to every ſpecious calumny; en- 
couraged even your enemies to ſlander 
you? Have I not attempted the life of 
the man you loved?” 

« Never,” ſaid I. 

« Not Edward Afhgrove's? Was he 


not the being of your choice ff ? 
« Oh! 
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« Oh! never, never!” repeated I. 

« Beware how you aſſert a falſehood,” 
cried Lord Denmore: © the criſis ap- 
proaches when we muſt cloſe our long 
account of friendſhip; and if you attempt 
to deceive me, my hatred will be final.” 

« With ſuch peril before me, can I 
diſſemble ?” ſaid I. 

e You ought not, when you reflect 
on what has paſſed,” replied Lord 
Denmore ; © and yet I know not how 
far you deſerve my confidence. Ap- 
pearances, Gertrude, have of late been 
ſtrongly againſt you.” 

« I have been perſecuted with a ri- 
gour unexampled,” ſaid I. 

te We are all apt to place our indif- 
cretions to the account of fortune,” in- 


terrupted Lord Denmore ; * but a little 


energy and much pattence will always 
counteract the evils we complain of. 
You muſt underſtand me clearly,” con- 
tinued he: © I do not mean the enthu- 
ſiaſm 
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fiaſm of romance; the energy 1 ſpeak of 
is calm and determined; ſtrong in per- 
ſeverance, but temperate in action. It 
is the mild, yet fteady luſtre of the foul; 
not the fleeting corruſcations of a vivid 
fancy.” I liſtened attentively, but 1 
made no reply. Lord Denmore, after 
a pauſe of ſome moments, again ad- 
deſſed me: 

Tou ſay that you have been un- 
July perſecuted ; look round the world, 
ad judge your on caſe by the ſuffer- 


| / 2ngs of the million. In carly youth it 
woas your misfortune to loſe your mother.” 


Here his voice faltered ; his counte- 
nance changed; while he inarticulately 
nttered, ** But ſhe is happy! 

My full heart ſighed, but my tongue 
was ſilent. 

« This is nothing to the purpoſe,” 
continued Lord Denmore, I have 
other buſineſs for this important hour: 
you are not ſenſible how much, even in 

this 
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this world of felfiſh gratification, you 
ſtand indebted to a diſintereſted friend. 

Name the being who could be the 
friend of ſuch an unhappy mortal,” faid 
I, „that I may thank him.” ; 

Then hear me,” interrupted Lord 
Denmore. * Convinced. in my own; 
mind that you were culpable, I had re- 
ſolved on never beholding you again. 
The frequent repetition of.crimes alleged 
againſt you, ſeemed to baffle every hope 
of reformation ; and I had almoſt learnt 
to ſteel my heart againſt the touch of 
pity or eſteem. In order to complete 
this taſk of reſiſting fortitude, for affec- 
tion ſtill lingered in my breaſt even while 
I fighed for your indiſcretions, I re- 
ſolved to marry.” 


1 felt my colour change; and with a 


feeble voice requeſted him to proceed. 
« ] ſelected a woman, amiable and 
enlightened ;, one in whom I ventured to 


repoſe the ſecrets. of my heart; even 


the 
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the ſecret which you, till that period, 
alone participated.” 

ce I do not underſtand you, my Lord.” 

« Ah, Gertrude! I told her how ten- 
derly I loved you, till by your conduct 
you forfeited my fondneſs. I reſolved 
in her ſociety to ſeek that conſolation 
which I had hoped to find in yours; 
for the ardent paſſions have been long 
ſubdued by the pangs of unrevealed af- 


fliction; and I am now only capable of 


feeling the more tranquil more refined 
ſenſations of friendſhip and eſteem.” 
He pauſed, took ſeveral turns in the 
apartment, and then reſuming his ſeat, 
after a few moments of recollection, 
continued : 8 

« The day was fixed on for our mar- 
riage; the preliminaries of law were 
arranged; and I awaited the hour of my 
union with a compoſure of mind that 
e vinced the total oblivion of thoſe fer- 


vid hopes, thoſe trembling fears, which 


1 
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in early life ſo agitated my boſom. And 
yet, Gertrude, the object of my choice is 
lovely as woman need be; more faſci- 
nating than they ought to be; and far 
more deſerving than, in theſe trifling 
times, they generally are.” 

« So TI have heard, my Lord.“ 

« At this momentous period, when 
all the ſenſitive fibres of my heart were 
armed againſt you; even when you gave 
yourſelf up to the weakneſs of. deſpond- 
ency, an advocate ſtepped forth to plead 
your cauſe, and to demand your trial, 
That advocate, wonder while you hear 
it, was a woman.“ 


« Bleſſings ! a thouſand bleflings on 


her benignant heart!“ faid J. 
© Nay, more; the woman who might, 


in twelve ſhort hours, have been uy 
wife,” 


« Miſs Stanley ?” 
« Even ſhe!” replied Lord Den- 
more; © the moſt generous, the moſt 
* liberal 
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168 THE PALSE FRIEND. 
Hiberal of women! She who had reſolu- 
tion to refuſe all that fortune, rank, and 
her own heart could promiſe, till ſhe 
could again behold a forlorn, a deſerted 
wanderer happy.” 7 
“ O let me fly to her!” ſaid I; © let 
me pour forth the gratitude of my foul 
before this angelic woman.” 
- « How ſhall I grove you worthy of 
aden gy ce 
4 $244 By hang me to ſee her,” ſaid I, 
K For gvilt would ſhrink before * un- 
exampled goodneſs.” 
„Thou ſhalt ſee, her, my 1 
thou ſhalt be the darling of her boſom. 
She, ſhe ſhall be a mother to thee.” 

« Your wife, my Lord?“ 

Ves, Gertrude, my wife; your ſe- 
cond mother. 1 | 

„% My Lord?” 

. Do you heſitate ?” interrupted my 

guardian; “ can you refuſe to acknow- 


ar fuch a woman? One 8 has 
* ſealed 


THE FALSE FRIEND. 169 


* 


ſealed your pardon in my breaſt ; placed 
you again high in its eſteem ; given you 
a new and powerful claim on its affec- 
tions: can you heſitate to acknowledge 
ſuch a mother?“ | 

« My Lord, I will endeavour to ſub- 
due the feelings of my heart.” 

« She made no ſuch effort,“ cried 
Lord Denmore ; © ſhe acted from the 


impulſe of boundleſs generoſity ; and 


conſidered your happineſs as its firſt and 
only object.“ I was ſilent. After wait- 
ing for my anſwer ſeveral minutes, he 
again addreſſed me : 

« Have 1 convinced you that there 
(till exiſts virtue and feeling in the human 
breaſt, merely to teach you how to be 
ungrateful ?” 

„ Heaven forbid!” ſaid I. 

« Then be the convert of ſenſibility : 
feel as you ought ; and let her find you 
all ſhe believes you to be: for there is 
no chagrin more . poignant than that 
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which a generous mind experiences, on 
finding thoſe objects whom it moſt loved, 
the moſt unworthy, Come and witneſs 
an union, which, being formed on the 
baſis of eſteem, will, I truſt, be pro- 
ductive of the mild felicities.” The 
ſervant now informed Lord Denmore 
that the carriage was waiting ; and, in 
a few minutes, we proceeded on our 


journey. K 


LETTER XCIV, 


The Same to the Same. 


Sept. 5, 1797. 


As ſoon as we quitted Cheltenham, 
Lord Denmore reſumed the converſa- 
tion. © Do not imagine, Gertrude,” 
faid he, © that I ſhould have pardoned 

you, 
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you, or acquitted your conduct, after 


finding you under the roof of Mr. 


Somerton, had I not been fully informed, 
by Mrs. Walters, of the manner of your 
arrival. The knowledge I obtained of 


your being there, came from Lady 


Arcot; to whoſe houſe I repaired on 
receiving a letter from her Ladyſhip, 
informing me that you were her priſoner. 
Every feeling of my heart was awakened 
by this intelligence. I knew the profli= 
gacy of Lord Arcot's character; the 
malevolence of his wife's; and fearing 
that both your reputation and your ſen- 


ſibility might ſuffer under their pro- 


tection, I reſolved to inform Miſs Stan= 


ley of your danger.” 


I ſighed. 
Her commands determined me to 
ſnatch you from impending ruin.” 


I raiſed my eyes involuntarily towards 
heaven, 
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« I read the meaning of that look,” 
ſaid Lord Denmore; © you would 
rather be obliged to your own power 
over my affections, than to the inter- 
ference of a third perſon, This is a 
falſe pride. I never ſhould, ſelf- actuated, 
have flown to ſuccour you ; for it has 
been my taſk, during many months, a 
painful taſk, to arm my breaſt againſt 
every thing like compaſſion for your 
ſorrows.” 

« What crime, my Lord, have I been 
guilty of?“ ſaid I. 

« Ingratitude,” replied Lord Den- 
more, ſternly. 

« Towards whom, my Lord?“ 

« Towards the only friend you had 
in the univerſe,” anſwered my guardian ; 
« One who, when all the breathing race 
deſerted you, protected, loved, ſerved, 
and defended you.” ; 

« Yourſelf, my Lord?“ 


« I do 
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« ] do not merit that reproach,” ſaid 
Lord Denmore ; “ though I feel it but 
too acutely. No, Gertrude! I was not 
one of thoſe, whole philanthropic minds 
examine before they contemn the un- 
happy. TI liſtened to every tale that 
calumny invented; and I believed them 
all, From the hour of Lady Denmore's 
elopement, my affection weakened ; my 
prejudice grew ſtrong ; my pride roſe 
high above my judgment; and, my own 
wrongs abforbing every ſource of feeling 
in my heart, I never ſuffered reaſon to 
ſuggeſt the anguiſh I was cheriſhing for 
yours. Had not this blind credulity 
rendered me deaf to all the pleadings of 
humanity, of juſtice, and affection, I had 


never thought of marrying Miſs Stanley. 


To you, Gertrude | my days ſhould have 
been devoted; excluſively devoted.“ 

“To me, my Lord!” ſaid I, while 
my heart fluttered between the contend- 
ing emotions of memory and regret. 


I 3 «Yes. 
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« Yes, Gertrude ! to you,” continued 
Lord Denmore : “ from your earlieſt 
infancy I had. loved you beyond all 
other exiſting beings: your endearing 
qualities, your perſonal and mental 
graces, all conſpired to charm my ſenſes, 
and ratify my hopes. Long did my 
expectant heart throb for that period, 
when I ſhould call you by the tendereſt 
name; preſent you to the world, the 
pride of my boſom, the ornament of my 
family ; and lighten my mind of that 
painful load which had depreſſed its 
faculties, and poiſoned its felicity : but 


alas !''—He pauſed. 
Proceed, my Lord!“ ſaid I haſtily; 


« am ſtrong in fortitude, and can hear 


whatever you may think fit to utter.“ 

He preſſed my hand, and continued: 
« On your arrival at Denmore Caſtle, 
all the reſolution of my foul was ſum- 
moned to meet you. During ſeveral 
days preceding that event my ſpirits 
were 
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were depreſſed, my hopes elated, my 
fears — | 

« Your fears, my Lord! of what?” 

« There lies the myſtery,” replied 
Lord Denmore : © I dreaded to behold 
you, what you were: and while I gazed 
on your form, your features, your ſmile, 
your timid bluſh, your eyes beaming 
with gratitude through tears, I trembled; 
I was alarmed: but when I heard your 
voice, I was completely vanquiſhed.” 
Lord Denmore folded his hands before 
his eyes, and ſeemed. agitated beyond the 
power of concealment,, I conjured him 
to be tranquil, 

ce Would to Heaven could !” anſwered 
he faintly: « but my ſoul is too ſenſibly 
organized ever to be tranquil, till me- 
mory ſubſides, or is eternally. oblite- 
rated,” 2 

« I entreat you to be explicit, my 
Lord!” ſaid IJ. There is ſomething fo 
ambiguous in. your words and. manner, 

14 that 
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that I am anxious for an explanation. 
There can be no event, concerning my- 
ſelf, to which I ought to be a ſtranger.“ 

« The period is not yet arrived,” ſaid 
Lord Denmore, ſighing deeply. © At 
your birth it was the wiſh of both your 
parents that you ſhould remain in igno- 
rance of your expectations till you ar- 
tained your twenty-firſt year, There is 
but one mortal breathing, excepting thoſe 
to whom you owe exiſtence, who knows 
the ſecret.” 

% May I aſk in whoſe breaſt the im- 
portant myſtery was confided ?” 

« In his, whoſe mind I once conſidered 
as the ſource of every virtue: in whom 
I placed the moſt unbounded faith: whole 
plauſible and ſubtle nature fo won upon 
my eſteem, that I would have truſted 
him with my life ; nay, more, my 
honour. In a moment of ſacred conti- 
. dence I told him all. From that hour 
he aſſumed a manner which tauglit 


me 
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me to feel my own folly and his un- 
worthineſs. By progreſſive ſteps he 
undermined my happineſs; made him- 
ſelf maſter of my aCtions ; and, to com- 
plete the climax of his ſubtle machina- 
tions, accompliſhed my wife's diſhonour.”* 

« Mr. Treville !” faid I, trembling. 

« The infamous Treville ! the aban- 
doned Somerton !” replied Lord Den- 
more: * he knows the whole of your 
eventful hiſtory ; and to my raſh credu- 
lity you may attribute his inceſſant per- 
ſecutions.” 

« Is my ſtory of ſo humihating a na- 
ture,” ſaid I, * that it ſhould expoſe me 
to the ſhame of perſonal degradation ? 
Am I, as the daughter of Major St. 
Leger, leſs exempt from inſult than I 
ſhould be as the ward of Lord Den- 
more ?” 

Lou do not comprehend me,” re- 
plied my guardian; there are tempta- 
tions, which to ſome minds outbalance 
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thoſe of perſonal or mental worth ; for 
to the groveling and worldly-minded, 
the poſſeſſion of fortune's favours will 
preponderate in the ſcale of attraction, 
even though the moſt unbounded trea- 
ſures ofnatureare placed in competition.“ 

* Of fortune's favours!” repeated I: 
* alas! my Lord, you bewilder, you 
diſtract me! Am I not an orphan; 
poor, deſerted, and dependent on your 
bounty?“ 

« Aſk me no farther queſtions,” ſaid 
Lord Denmore ſternly; „“ will not 
anſwer them: I have been once the fool 
of my own candour. A ſhort time will 
authorize me to be more explicit : have 
patience, andawait the period tranquilly.” 

« Impoſſible! my Lord.” 

% Then till the hour approaches we 
muſt ſeparate,” replied my guardian. 

« Heaven forbid!” exclaimed J., 


burſting into tears, 
« Then 
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« Then promiſe not to queſtion me.“ 

« My Lord! I will be ſilent,” an- 
fwered I, © whatever agony I may 
ſuffer, Yet let me hope that you will. 
allow me to call you guardian; to claim 
your eſteem, your friendſhip, and pro- 
tection.” 

« Your claim to each, Gertrude, is 
indiſputable,” ſaid Lord Denmore: « I 


could not, even were I ſo inclined, re- 


fuſe you either. Dear to me from your- 
infancy, I am. not ſo worldly a being, 
that I can abjure a ſentiment, by hope 
and habit rendered congenial to my 
nature. If I“ have for a time eſtranged. 
you from my heart, the pain, the pe- 
nance, was on ny ſide; for, if there be. 
honour in man, or faith in his aſſevera- 


tions, even amidſt the pleaſures of exiſt- 


ence, . the allurements of ambition, and 
the buſy occupations of ſociety, your 
image has been preſent to my ſcattered : 
ſenſes; and while I was ſuperficially. 


36  happy,: 
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happy, my ſoul mourned in ſilence for 
your abſence,” 

I ventured to look earneſtly at him; 
his countenance was thoughtful even to 
ſadneſs; his arms were folded, and his 
dark brows ſeemed to overſhadow thoſe 
eyes which were expreſſive of his mind's 
ſombre ruminations. Ah, Frances ! he 
recalled to memory the moment of my 
arrival at Denmore Caſtle ; that moment 
which ſet the ſeal upon my future deſtiny, 
by confirming the ſovereignty of his do- 
minion over my ſenſes. 

Little more was ſaid, and nothing on 
the ſame ſubject, till we arrived in Port- 
man Square, where I now bid you, 
deareſt Frances, farewell, 
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LETTER XCY; 


The Same to the Same, 


Sept. 7, 1797. 
On Lord Denmore's entering the houſe, 
he immediately requeſted that I would 
excuſe his leaving me for a ſhort time, 
he having buſineſs of the utmoſt import- 
ance to tranſact during his ſtay in London. 
My mind, which was wearied by con- 
tending emotions, readily acquieſced in 
his wiſh, with the 1dea, that the power to 
indulge my ſolitary ruminations might 
in ſome degree ſoften the acute ſenſibi- 
lity of my heart. 

I was left alone in the drawing-room, 
which I found completely metamor- 
phoſed ſince I had laſt ſeen it. Not a 
ſingle object remained that could remind 


me 
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me of the departed Lady Denmore, ex- 
cepting her portrait, which ſeemed to 
{mile on me. I fixed my eyes upon the 
features, while the tear of regret, which 
her memory extorted, dimmed my ſight, 
till I turned from it. Ah!” thought I, 
« could the inanimate reſemblance ſud- 
denly poſſeſs the power of feeling, how 
would that boſom ache to know that its 
ſorrows are ſo ſoon forgotten! How 
would the indignant brow frown on the 
gay ſcenes which. ſhortly will proclaim, 
that thou art no more remembered! I. 
again looked earneſtly at the picture; 
the lip was ruddy, the eye's luſtre ſeemed 
to ſparkle on the canvaſs; the breaſt to 
heave; the cheek to glow with eloquent 
and vivid animation. Fancy then turned 
to the dark grave where every beauty 
periſned: I ſhuddered : I felt the blood 
curdle in my breaſt. How weak, how 
imbecile was the emotion! How much. 
to be. envied was the mouldering Lady 

Denmore, 
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Denmore, when reflection pauſed on the 
fituation of your friend! 

I now rang the bell, with an intention 
to inquire the particulars of my guardian's 
approaching marriage : but before the 
ſervant could enter the room, the vigilant 
reprover, Conſcience, told me 1 was 
wrong, The idea of prying into the 
ſecrets of domeſtic life, through the 
weakneſs or treachery of others, made 
my cheek redden; and I felicitated my 
heart on its ſudden eſcape from the moſt 
degrading ſpecies- of curioſity, while I 
inquired, with a faltering voice, after my 
old friend Mrs. Sewell. 

To my extreme regret the ſervant in- 
formed me, that ſhe had, by inceſſant 
attention to the Ducheſs of Aldborough 
during her illneſs, ſo deſtroyed her own 
health, that ſhe only a few months ſur- 
vived her, My chagrin was infinite; for 
L longed eagerly to ſee her, and to con- 

vince 
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vince her how zealouſly I wiſhed to re- 
pay her paſt attentions, 
Lord Denmore returned late: we 
dined alone. As ſoon as the deſſert was 
placed on the table, with an embarraſl- 
ment of tone and manner, he addreſſed 
me: © Gertrude,” ſaid he, „I have 
ſomething to mention, which I truſt will 
meet with your approbation. It has long 
been my defire to ſee you happy.” I 
. bowed my acknowledgments : he conti- 
nued—* Your merit, your accompliſh- 
ments, deſerve that reward which only 
can be found in pure and ſocial ſcenes, 
where rational delight is ſanctioned by 
mutual and warm affections. Nay, bluſh 
not,” ſaid he, remarking the ſuffuſion on 
my cheek; © to love is honourable 
where the object is worthy of being be- 
loved. It is only a miſplaced and de- 
grading paſſion, which fills che mind 
with ſhame, the heart with ſorrow. An- 


ſwer 


| C 
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ſwer me, is not your boſom ſtrongly in- 
tereſted in favour of one, who dares not 
ſolicit, becauſe he fears to be denied?“ 
felt my heart throb as though it would 
burſt from its concealment; while my 
countenance betrayed ſuch hopes and 
fears, as common natures are incapable 
of feeling. 

« I ſee you are perplexed and agi- 
tated,” returned Lord Denmore : * I 
would ceaſe to urge an anſwer, did I 


not believe that the reſult of my queſtion * 
would be productive of felicity. Tell 


me therefore briefly, and let your can- 
dour be equal to your judgment, lives 


there not a man, whoſe worth has placed 


him high in your eſteem, who has proved 
his integrity, and who merits ſome 
reward for his attachment?“ 

«© My Lord, your queſtion —" I 
could not proceed. —He took my hand, 
and preſſing it to his lips: © Is unanſwer- 

able,” 
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able,” faid he, ſmiling : „ ſuch language 
I thould have expected from a lefs inge- 
nuous boſom. - It is the privilege of 
beauty to be undecided, trifling, and ca- 
pricious : but where ſenſe has harmo- 
nized the charm of perſonal attraction, I 
ſhould have hoped for ſomething more 
like candour.” I withdrew my hand, 
and placing it before my eyes, ſighed 
deeply. 

Indeed, my Lord, I know not how 
to anſwer you,” ſaid I. 

Then] will inſtru you, Gertrude,” 
Interrupted Lord Denmore. Throw 
aſide the little empty ſcruples which de- 
grade your ſex; diſdain. to cheriſh that 
falſe delicacy, that faſtidious pride, which 
too often forbids. the heart to own its 


proudeſt feelings; colle& your thoughts, 


and anſwer me with frankneſs : Have 
you not ſmothered in your boſom a con- 


eealed attachment; fearful that, while 
: | Your 
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your fate was enveloped in myſtery, a 
precipitate choice might be productive 
of future regret ?” TI made no reply. 

« Still you are ſilent!” continued 
Lord Denmore. Reflect, I conjure 
you, before you COPE me decidedly 
to condemn you.“ 

« My Lord, I am unprepared for 
ſuch a queſtion : in a few days I will 
anſwer it.“ 

« Promife that you will not again 
protract the period,” ſaid Lord Den- 
more, 

te I will endeavour to be explicit.“ 

“ The energies of truth depend upon 
ourſelves,” replied my guardian ; © and 
a little exertion will never fail to awaken 
the warm and liberal glow of an inge- 
nuous nature. On the queſtion of this 
moment more depends than you are 
aware of, I am ſtrongly, earneſtly inte- 
reſted in your deciſion : it will either 
conſum. 
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confirm my fears, or take from my mind 
an infinity of apprehenſion.” 
« Of what, my Lord?“ ſaid J haſtily. 
« Of a circumſtance which would 
hurry me to madneſs; though, being 
acceſſary to it, I ſhould deſerve no pity.” 
Lord Denmore now ſtarted from his 
ſeat, and walking haſtily about the room, 
ſeemed violently agitated ; my heart 
caught the contagious irritation, and 
ached with the burden that oppreſſed it. 
At ane moment I was on the point of 
confeſſing all I felt and all I had long 
ſuffered : I could have poured forth the 
anguiſh of my ſoul, have fallen at his 
feet, and owned myſelf the idolater of 
his virtues ; but that petrifying fiend, 
called Cuſtom, checked the impulſe, and 
conjured up a thouſand ſpells to hold my 
tongue in ſilence, and to prevent its ut- 
tering that which my heart would wil- 
lingly have prompted. 
« A few 
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« A few days,” ſaid Lord Denmore, 
interrupting my reverie, © a very few 
days, Gertrude, will decide your fate, 
and mine.” 

« Yours! How is that poſſible ?” 
cried I. 

“ Nay, it is unqueſtionable,” replied 
my guardian.ä— The period is now ap- 
proaching, when we muſt be better 
known, or ſeparated eternally. It would 
be the extent of criminality to trifle 
with your feelings, or to conceal my 
own: therefore reflect; and, if you 
E: value my affection, if you wiſh not to 


& diſappointment, you will be explicit.” As 
be uttered theſe words, he quitted the 


; room, and I paſſed the remainder of the 
evening in a ſeries of gloomy meditations. 

I retired early to ray chamber: the 
night produced but little repoſe, and in 
the morning I awoke, feveriſh and de- 
= preſſed. On meeting Lord Denmore at 
. breakfaſt, 


embitter all my days with the pang of 
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mind was evidently abſorbed by buſineſs 


| placidly : « your ſpirits ſeem oppreſſed, 


breakfaſt, I obſerved him more than 
uſually calm ; his manner ſoftened, and 
his countenance expreſſive of feelings at 
once determined and benignant. He 
had paſſed two hours, previous to my 
ſeeing him, with his ſolicitor ; and his 


of importance. 

As ſoon as breakfaſt was over, my 
guardian informed me that it was his in- 
tention immediately to ſet out for Den- 
more Caſtle: „ We will talk on the 
buſineſs which I mentioned laſt night, 
as we proceed on our journey,“ ſaid he 


and you are, to all appearance, ill pre- 
pared * for ſuch a converſation ; but 
events crowd ſo rapidly on each other, 
and all of ſuch important tendency, tht 
there is no time to loſe.” A ſervant nov 
entered the room, to ſay that the chaiſe 
was ready ; and Lord Denmore, taking 


my hand, led me to the door, from 
whence 
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waence we immediately ſet off, without 
uttering another ſyllable. 

Frances, does not your ſympathetic 
boſom feel more than common ſolicitude 
while you read this letter? Does not 
the genuine ſenſibility of your heart bid 
it tremble, while a friend, moſt dear, 
moſt valued, approaches the tribunal 
where her deſtiny will be decided? I 
feel the ſenſitive monitor, whoſe dic- 
fates I have ever followed, ſhrink at the 
trial; while the unerring voice of nature 
# whiſpers, that it will ſoon terminate. 
$ How dull, how unintereſting, is every 
* ſcene before me, in which Lord Den- 
more is not the object of attraction! 
How weary are my ſenſes of thoſe delu- 
| five dreams, which lull me for a time, 
only to arm my reſiſting faculties againſt 
# accumulating ſorrows. 

* I feel my health decaying, my fortitude 
= exhauſted; I am ſo wearied with per- 
petual anxiety, that I am almoſt beyond 

| | the 
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the power of enjoying happineſs. Deſ- 
pair, when it becomes familiar with the 
mind, admits no palliating rival; it riots 
with a deſpotic ſway over the wretch 
whom 1t has ſubdued, nor leaves its vic- 
tim till the laſt groan of death cloſes its 
ſcene of triumph. 
I will write again to-morrow, 
Adieu. 


LETTER XCVI. 


The Same Y the Saine. 


September 8, 1797. 


O x our arrival at the Caftle, I obſerved 
every apartment newly and ſplendidly WE 

embelliſhed, excepting the library; and | 
even there it was in vain that I lool:cd 
for thoſe objects in which, at former pe- 


riods, I had found cònſolation. The bull 
| 8 of 


% 
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of Lord Denmore, and its companion, 
the head of Sappho, were removed; in 
their places, vaſes of china, filled with 
flowers, diſplayed a gaudy and unmean- 
ing decoration, ſtrikingly contraſting the 
ſober and correct taſte which I had be- 


fore contemplated... I could not ſuppreſs 
a ſigh when I firſt obſerved the altera- 


tion ; and I reſolved, as ſoon as oppor- 
tunity permitted, to make eyery inquiry 
after my diſcarded favourites. 

A moment convenient for my purpoſe 


ſoon preſented itſelf, by a female ſer- 


vant's entering the room, to inquire in 
which apartment I would chooſe to 
ſleep. | 

« In that to which Jam accuſtomed,” 
ſaid I careleſsly ; © or in any other that 
is prepared for me.“ 


« There is none prepared, Ma'am,“ 


ſaid the ſervant ; © for we did not expect 


my Lord ſo ſoon : the lait meſſage from 


town informed us, that his Lordſhip 
vol. IV. K would 
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would not be at the Caſtle till after the 
wedding.” | 

% Was the event expected to take 
place ſo ſpeedily ?” faid I. 

« We have waited hourly for orders 
to have the Caſtle ready for our new 
Lady,” anſwered the girl; © and when 
you ſtopped at the portico, we concluded 
that my Lord was married; for the in- 
tended bride is ſaid to be very young, 
and very handſome.” 

« Shew me my chamber,” faid I, 
embarraſſed by her converſation : “ I 
wiſh to change my dreſs, before I meet 
Lord Denmore at dinner.” 

« Shall I aſſiſt you, Ma'am ?” ſaid the 
fervant, ſmiling and curtſeying reſpect- 
fully. © I ſhall be proud to ſerve you; 
for I have often heard Mrs. Walters, 
our late houſekeeper, talk of Miſs Ger- 
trude ; and ſhe ſaid it was a pleaſure 
to wait upon you, you were ſo good- 


natured.“ 
« Indeed, 
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« Indeed, I did not know I had fo 
kind a friend,” ſaid I ſighing. 
« Oh, ma'am |! you muſt not judge of 


terrupted the ſimple girl: © his conduct 
towards you has got him many an ill 
word, I promiſe you; for all the coun- 
try round thought, when my Lord be- 
came a widower, that you would have 
been my Lady; and 'tis much if ſome 
of the family don't owe ſomebody a 
grudge, for taking a place that does not 
belong to her.” 

« Heaven forbid !” ſaid I. * Lord 
ms has a right to act as he thinks 
: proper.“ 

No matter for that,” replied the 
| girl; ehe has behaved very improperly 

W in making the world believe one thing, 
and then doing another. Such ways 
E would be ſcouted among poorer folks : 
and though I am only Patty the chamber- 
aid, and a labouring man's daughter, I 
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would not have ſuch a'falſe-hearted hu- 
band, though he were worth his weight 
in gold.” 

« Who told you he was falſe-hearted?” 
ſaid I. 

« Why all the village up at Denmore, 
and the parſon's wife, Madam Pew, in- 
to the bargain, ſhe ſaid that my maſter 
ought to be aſhamed of himſelf, becaulc 
he was a Lord.” 

I could not help ſmiling.— Why 
becauſe he was a Lord?” ſaid I. 


| 

« One expects more from great peo- | 

ple, you know, Ma'am, than one docs 

from common folks; and, truth can tcl, 
we are often ſadly diſappointed !” 

« Too often, indeed, Patty, faid l. : 

« But I wiſh to dreſs for dinner.” She N 


led the way, without making any anſwer, 
and I followed. 

On entering my chamber where | 
had always ſlept, when at the Caſtle, the 


firſt objects that met my eyes were the 
bults 
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buſts which had been removed from 
the library. I ſtarted at ſeeing them; 
but my ſurpriſe was inſtantly ſuc- 
ceeded by a ſecret ſatisfaction, and I 
ſtood contemplating them for ſeveral 
minutes with a melancholy pleaſure. 
Patty, who could not account for my 
evident faſcination, reminded me that 
it was late, and that Lord Denmore 
would expect me :— I made no reply; 
my ſoul was ablorbed by the object be- 
fore me ;—and, at that moment, the 
buſt of my guardian ſeemed the trea- 


ſure of my heart, adored and valued 


beyond all others. 

My feet ſeemed rooted to the ſpot 
where I ſtood, till I heard the bell ring 
for dinner; I ſtarted from my reverie, 
and making a ſhort toilette, haſtened to 
the ſaloon : I found my guardian alone. 
As I took my ſeat at the table, „ This, 
my deareſt Gertrude, will be our Jaſt 
dinner tete a. bete, at leaſt for ſome time,” 
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ſaid he; „ have requeſted a fe. 
friends to meet you, and they will ſoon 
be here.” I faintly thanked him, and 
the next half hour paſſed on, almoſt in 
ſilence. 

Immediately after dinner Lord Den- 
more propoſed an evening walk: the 
weather was temperate, and the ſky un 
clouded. As we deſcended the ic; 
of the portico, taking my arm and 
Placing it within his, he thus addreſſed 
me. 

« Gertrude, are you inclined to mat: 
and will you take an huſband of my 
chooſing? I have ſelected one, who 
loves you, as you deſerve to be beloved; 
one whom, if I am a juſt obſerver of the 
human heart, you have often looked 
upon with more than ordinary attention. 
He has watched your footſteps, he has 
been your guardian, your protector,” 

« Whom do you mean, my Lord!“ 
faid I, reddening, and confuſed. 
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« Suppoſe I ſhould be miſtaken.— 
How ſhall I recompenſe his heart for 
the diſappointment it will ſuffer ?” 

« Does he feel ſo confident, ſo well 
aſſured of my compliance?“ ſaid J. 

« Love is a flattering tyrant;“ an- 
ſwered Lord Denmore. He will not 
yield where there is a a gleam of hope to 
ſuſtain him.“ 

« Have I bid him hope, my Lord?” 

« J have every reaſon to believe ſo,” 
replied my guardian. 

c On what authority?“ 

e The evidence of truth; the teſt of 
ſenſibility the claims of gratitude.” 

« I can neither be ungrateful, nor 
unjuſt, my Lord; and if there be on 
earth a mortal who has ſuch a right to 
my affeQions, I am ready to beſtow 
them,” 

« To-morrow he ſhall make his 
claim, then,” interrupted Lord Den- 
more,—l knew not what to ſay. The 

K 4 varying 


: 
1 
v4 
4 
— . 
KY. 
© 5 
oy : 
W1 
U. 
447 
* 
1 
4 
ft? * 
” 
I 
* 
. 
e 
Me 
WA 
a \ 
+ 7% 
- 
* . 
$3b 2 
> & 
4 
* 
} 
4 
1 
K 
* 45 
"+ # 
5 bs 
+ 
+ 
wy 
FF 
74 


= — = 
- > — - — 3 
—_—— — ———— _— A - 


200 THE FALSE FRIEND. 


varying thoughts that rapidly ſucceeded 
each other, entirely abſorbed my mind, 
and we walked ſilently and ſlowly on, 
till we reached the ivy grotto.— The 


ruſhing ſound of the water beneath the 


root- bridge rouſed me to recollection; 
while I gazed intently on the wild brock, 
and my heart fluttered at the retroſpcct 
which memory preſented, My guar- 
dian obſerved my ſixed attention, and 
gueſſed the cauſe, _ 

« Fortunate was the moment when | 
firſt beheld you at this ſolitary ſpot,” 
ſaid he: “ I have never thought of it 
without experiencing a mixture of pain 
and pleaſure that is indeſcribable.” 

« Whether your interference was for- 
tunate or not, my Lord, time only can 
develope,” faid I; © for it muſt be but 
a mournful ſource of reflection to a 
feeling mind, that a being was preſerved 


from death, only to endure a life of 


anguiſh,” 
| 6 We 
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cc We will return to the wood,” ſaid 
Lord Denmore ; © this melancholy nook 
ſeems to inſpire you with a propenlity 
to ſadneſs. Here you never will find 
repoſe.” 

« J think I ſhall, my Lord,” faid I, 
with an impreſſive energy, which ſtartled 
him. 

« What! in this ſolitary | gloomy 
grotto, beſide this noiſy reſtleſs brook ? 
Impoſſible !” 

« Ah! my Lord, I ſee that, with all 
your knowledge of mankind, your boaſted 
philoſophy, your intercourſe with ſociety, 
you are ſtill a ſtranger to the ſtrong 
magic of habitual thought over the hu- 
man mind; you are ſtill to learn, that 
when once the brain adopts a favourite 
ſource of rumination, it feeds upon it 


till it can endure no other ſpring of 
action.“ 


« do not comprehend you!” ſaid 
my guardian. 
K 5 «© That 
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«« That knowledge is to come, my 
Lord,” ſaid I. 

Again the time was paſſed in thought, 
till we returned to the Caſtle, where 1 
employ the hours till ſupper in finiſh- 
ing this letter. 

The next that you receive will b 
deciſive. | 

Frances, farewell ! If the long account 
of my diſaſtrous life ſhould ſoon be 
cloſed, I bequeath to your friendſhip the 
melancholy record: and I charge you, 
by all the tranſcendent virtues of your 
Heart, to extort a ſigh of compunction 
from thoſe hard boſoms which have 
throbbed with triumph at my unmerited 
misfortunes, 
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LETTER XCVII. 
The Same to the Same. 


Sept. 10, 1797. 
Ar day- break I reſume my pen, with 


an heart aching to the centre, and with 
eyes drowned in tears, which flow in- 
ceſſantly. A new ſource of anguiſh has 


unfolded itſelf; and I am overwhelmed 


even to diſtraction. 
Lord Denmore refuſes to ſee me. He 


confines himſelf wholly to the library; he 


excuſed himſelf from meeting me at ſup- 
per by a brief note, in which he in- 
formed me, that for reaſons of the moſt 
delicate and important nature, he cannot 
hold any further converſation with me 
till he receives my anſwer finally and 


unequivocally. 
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What can he mean by ſuch extraordi- 
nary conduct? But this is not the ſub- 
Jet of my letter: I have a ſtill more 
painful and more intereſting event to 
communicate. I am deſtined to be the 
ſelf-afting poiſon of my own repoſe. I 
am the moſt unfortunate of mortals. 

On receiving Lord Denmore's excuſes, 


I reſolved to remain in my chamber till 


I retired to reſt. Fatigued by the labour 
of conjecture; and by turns elated by 
hope, or depreſſed by apprehenſion, I 
ſcarcely knew how time paſſed till the 
_ Caſtle clock ſtruck eleven. I had paced 
to and fro in my chamber, indulging my 
ſoul in gloomy fancies, and at times 
gazing intently on the buſt of my dear, 
my unkind guardian. Soothing, though 
melancholy was the occupation, I often 
knelt before it, preſſed the cold marble 
to my burning lips, bathed it with tears, 
and talked to it in the wild and incoherent 
language of a maniac, The features, 
ſtrongly 
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ſtrongly chiſſelled, and rendered doubly 
ſtern for want of thoſe tints which har- 
monize the human countenance, ſeemed 
to frown upon me. The eyes, with va- 
cant horror fixed in a cold and ghaltly 
ſameneſs, reminded me of death. I felt 
their faſcinating influence, with all their 
attendant horrors: I had ſcarcely power 
to breathe ; and to move from the place 
where I then ſtood, ſeemed almoſt a 
painful effort. Thus I continued to in- 
dulge in the moſt mournful meditations, 
till my courage began to fail, and I be- 
came afraid even to look on the inani- 
mate object before me. It was ſo placed 
as to meet my eye in every direction. I 
knew that it would be the laſt thing I 
ſhould ſee before I ſlept, and the firſt 
that I ſhould behold on waking. This 
idea determined me on removing it to 
an - adjoining dreſſing-room. With 
trembling hands I raiſed the buſt, whoſe 

weight 
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weight nearly overpowered my ſtrength ; 
and was preparing to carry it, when my 
arm touched the head of Sappho, which 
fell to the ground, ſhattered into a thou- 
ſand pieces. 

My conſternation may be eaſily ima- 
gined. I knew that the buſt was much 
valued by Lord Denmore ; and that his 
regret for the accident would be infinite, 
With ſome difficulty I replaced the like- 
neſs of my guardian where I had found 
it; and collecting the fragments which 
lay ſcattered round me, ſighed over them 
with ſorrow and vexation. 

The fluttering of my heart would 
ſcarcely permit me to ſettle my mind to 
any ſpecies of reflection during the re- 
mainder of the night; and I traverſed 
my chamber till near day- break; I then 
commenced this ſhort letter, which J 
will not conclude till more has tranſpired 
reſpefting my deſtiny, 

I again 
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Evening. 


I again take up my pen. I have not 
yet ſeen Lord Denmore : but I have 
been kindly, affectionately received by 
the good Rector and his excellent wife. 
They embraced me with a fervency of 
friendſhip, which proved their liberal 
and philanthropic natures. So virtuous, 
ſo excellent a pair do honour to huma- 
nity; and when placed in the ſcale with 
the generality of mankind, by the mag- 
nitude of their worth, ſeem to compen- 
ſate for the vices and follies of the world 
they embelliſh. 

I paſſed more than an hour in their 
ſociety. How ſoothing were the greet- 
ings of ſuch benignant beings! How 


mild, how conſoling was the language of 


reaſon falling from lips that were unac- 

quainted with falſehood. _ 
Mrs, Pew ſhed tears of joy, while the 
Rector preſſed my hand, and bleſſed 
Heaven 
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Heaven that he was once more permitted 
to ſee me. © We have talked of you 
many a long evening,” ſaid he, ſighing; 
« and as the ſun went down, 'and the 
beauties of nature ſeemed to ſmile 
around us, we have thought of your 
ſorrows, and prayed for their termina- 
tion.” I thanked them by looks, for 
words were ſuppreſſed by the contending 
claims of gratitude and friendſhip. 
ee ] congratulate you, my love!“ ſaid 

Mrs. Pew, on the good fortune which 
at laſt awaits you. The approaching 
change is no ſecret in the neighbour- 
hood of the Caſtle.” 

e To what do you allude ?” ſaid I, 


gravely. 

«© To your marriage,” replied Mrs, 
Pew. © My Lord, who is all goodneſs 
and condeſcenſion, has made no ſcruple 
to avow his intentions. 

« Of what?” interrupted I. 


« Of marrying you,” replied Mrs. Pew. 
| «& 10 
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« To whom ?” ſaid I earneſtly, and 
with evident trepidation. 

« Why, to whom can it be but to 
himſelf ??? cried Mrs. Pew, ſmiling. 
« His Lordſhip conſulted with my hut- 
band on the ſubject, and told him with- 
out reſerve, that he thought you would 
at laſt do honour to his family.” 

« Ah! my kind friends,” ſaid I, tak- 
ing both their hands and kiſſing them; 
« I fear that Lord Denmore ſpoke am- 
biguouſly on the ſubject; becauſe I have 
been informed that he has choſen a woman 
for his wife, whoſe fortune and ennobled 
connections entitle her to ſhare the rank 
he holds in ſociety.” 

« You amaze me!” cried Mrs, Pew, 
with evident aſtoniſhment, © Is it poſ- 
ſible that a nobleman of Lord Denmore's 
exalted mind can ſtoop to ſuch hypo- 
criſy?“ 

* Indeed, my love, you are miſtaken,” 
interrupted the Rector: * my Lord 
aſſured 
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aſſured me that Miſs St. Leger was the 
firſt object in his affections.“ 

« Then I beheve it,” ſaid Mrs. Pew; 
« for my Lord would get nothing by 
deceiving us. Not that I ſuppoſe his 
Lordſhip would aſſert a falſehood to be 
the poſſeſſor of an empire: he know: 
too well what belongs to nobility.“ Thc 
Rector ſhook his head and ſmiled. 

« Lord Denmore is but a mortal !” 
ſaid he: “ and you may depend upon it 
he knows that the union will be pro- 
ductive of felicity, or he would never 
think of forming it. He ſaid that our 
ſweet girl was entitled to his affections; 
that he would ſhortly prove her right, 
and his ſenſe of her ſuperior virtues, 
He alſo added, that it depended on her- 
ſelf alone, whether or not ſhe would be 
the happieſt of women.” 

My heart beat high with hope; but 
many doubts and fears ftill ſtruggle 


round it. The converſation which I had 
on 
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on the preceding day with Lord Den- 
more, at one moment confirmed Mrs. 
Pew's opinion; and the next, the ſingu- 
larity of his preſent conduct completed 
my deſpair. The hour growing late, I 
took my leave, promiling to repeat my 


viſit at the Parſonage in the courſe of a 
day or two. 


I returned to the Caſtle. On entering 
the hall, I obſerved Lord Denmore ſud- 
denly ruſh into the library, and ſhut the 
door, I haſtened to my chamber, where 
I found Patty, of whom I inquired whe- 
ther any one had arrived during my ab- 
ſence, 
ſimplicity, that, by the houſekeeper's 
orders, ſhe had prepared one of the beſt 
chambers; but for whom ſhe could not 
tell. 
though the blood forſook it. The girl 
remarked my change of countenance z 
and expreſſed her fears that ſhe had ſaid 
lomething to alarm me: * I thought you 
knew, 


She informed me, with brief 


I felt my cheek turn cold, as 
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Knew, Ma'am,” ſaid ſhe, “ that my 
Lord's new Lady was hourly looked for 


at the Caſtle; and it 1s ten to one but 


ſhe is the perſon coming.” 

« Moſt probably!“ cried I, with a 
voice ſcarcely audible. 

te I'm ſure,” added Patty, «© my Lord 
is in a fine humour to receive his brice ; 
for he has been moping and ſighing all 
the day, to my knowledge : now in on: 
place, and then in another; and never 
pleaſed any where. My new Lady is 
likely to have a bleſſed time of it with 
ſuch a huſband, But there are more 
quality coming ; my Lord and my Lady 
Melcomb; and it is odds but my new 


Lady will find amuſement with ſome of 


'em. *'Tis no wonder that my Lord's 

firſt wife went off in a huff; for I have 

often heard that he was as glum as a bear 
after you came to the Caſtle. 

« After I came,” repeated I, angrily : 

* what do you mean, child?“ 

| % Nothing, 
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« Nothing, Ma'am,” replied Patty; 
« only this I will ſay, when ſome folks 
talk of other folks all day and all night, 
there 1s reaſon to ſpeak, and to wonder 
too. Why, it was only this morning, as 
I was ſweeping the library, I found a 
little red leather caſe; and thinking it no 
great harm to take a peep, I opened it.” 
« Well!” interrupted I. + 
« And fo,” added Patty, * what 
ſhould I ſee but a picture as like you as 


it could ſtare ; and on the oppoſite (ide, 


in the caſe, was hair all wove, and placed 
under a glaſs; and on it was—“ 

« What?” ſaid I, eagerly. 

« Why, a G, and an S: and I knew 
directly whoſe name begins with thoſe 
letters.“ 


« Heavens! is it poſſivie ?” ſaid I. 


« *Tis as true as I ain living,” replied 


Patty: „ but while J was looking at it, 
I heard my Lord coming; and fo, afraid 
that 
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that I ſhould get anger for my curioſity, 
I pops it into my pocket.” 

« O let me ſee it!” ſaid I. 

c That's more than I am able,” re- 
plied Patty; © for after I had got out of 
the library, I began to think on what I 
had done; and ſuppoling that I ſhould 
be looked upon as no better than a thief 
if the picture was found in my poſſeſſion; 
and knowing that a bit of painted ivory 
was of no great value, I thought the beſt 
way of ſaving myſelf from blame was to 
throw it into the brook, near the root- 
bridge: ſo away went I, and down went 
the picture, caſe and all, quite to the 
bottom.” 

I ſtood mute with conſternation. A 
portrait of myſelf, with the initials of my 
name! what could it mean? The ſingu- 
larity of this circumſtance has, from the 
moment of Patty's relating it, poſſeſſed 
my mind ; and I am determined, at day- 
break, to viſit the brook, in hopes that 

[ at 
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at leaſt ſome fragment may remain to 
corroborate her ſtory. Ah, Frances ! 
how eagerly does hope reſt on even the 
© ſhadow of conſolation! How ſlender is 
P the thread on which the happineſs or mi- 
ſery of a lover hangs, when doubt and 
V fear are deſtined to command it! 
Fou ſhall hear from me again to- 
morrow! This expected gueſt! O, 
my friend ! if it be Miſs Stanley! 
My heart ſhrinks, my pen falls.— 
Frances, adieu. 


LETTER XCVIII. 


The Same to the Same. 


Sept. 14, 1797. 
Ar the firſt glimpſe of morning, I aroſe 
from my pillow; and haſtily dreſſing 
myſelf, repaired to the root- bridge. The 
I miſts 


4 
$4 
* 
d 


— —— 2 


- CES os. — 7% 


: 13> 2 - 1 
. 


a — — — 22 
ay 


— —— PR 


* ks "4 — „ 
* 8 = 


© 
£ — 
1 = 


OLI FS 


r 
2 * a — 


** 
— — 


* — —ͤ—ͤ— rp. 2 


216 THE FALSE FRIEND. 


miſts yet floated over the landſcape, and 
the ground was woven over with goſſa— 
mer, while the ſun-beams began to gill 
the turrets of the Caſtle. The harmony 
which ſeemed to charaQerize every in- 
animate object that met my eyes, only 
ſerved, by contraſt, to deepen the colour 
of my deſtiny. I knew not why, but as 
I approached the ſide of the brook; 
my boſom thrilled with a freezing ſcnſa- 
tion, which almoſt made my fortitude 
ſicken: but on fixing my gaze intent!; 
on the ſtream, through its ſhallow, un- 
ſullied waters, I perceived the red leather 
caſc, perfectly viſible. I knelt on the 
margin; and plunging my arm into t 

brook, after ſeveral unſucceſsful efforts, 
at length had the good fortune to recover 
it. I opened it eagerly; but alas 
Frances, the colours were entirely cha- 
ced: the ivory bore not the fainteſt man 
of any thing like a portrait; though the 


hair was unhurt, and the cypher, Which 
Was 
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was of gold fillagree, as perfect as when 
it was placed there by the artiſan, 
I was as much at a loſs as ever reſpect- 


ing the picture, which Patty had aſſured 


me ſo ſtrongly reſembled myſelf. The 
confidence ſhe had placed in me, and 
the full conviction that her fault was the 
effe& of ignorance or ſimplicity, pre- 
vented the poſſibility of my making in- 
quiries which might ſatisfy my mind 
vpon the ſubject. I continued to walk 
lowly through the wood, contemplating 
the cypher, and bewildering my thoughts 
in the mazes of conjeCture ; when, on 


more. 
My confuſion was ſuch as nearly over- 
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mind to conceal the caſe; but loſing all 
recollection, ſtood mute, and covered 
with bluſhes. His eyes inſtantaneouſly 
faſtened on what he thought his valued 
1138. treaſure. 
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turning a dark angle, I met Lord Den- 


powered me. I had not preſence of 
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treaſure. Gertrude!“ ſaid he, „where 
did you find that portrait?“ 

“ Portrait, my Lord !” repeated I, 
hefitating and perplexed. 

« Yes, Gertrude! the portrait of—” 

_« Whom, my Lord?” interrupted ], 
with a degree of emotion which he could 
not but obſerve. 

- «© The portrait of—your mother!“ 

I ſunk into his arms, and all objects 
grew dim before me. The woods 
ſeemed loſt in black and oblivious miſts; 
and even the form of Lord Denmore, 
which I ever believed would be preſent 
to my mind as long as my boſom throb- 
bed with vitality, was no longer viſible, 
Yet, Frances, I heard him, though in- 
_ diſtinly, uttering the regret, the ago- 
nizing regret, which his heart ſuffered, 
as he contemplated the uncoloured ivory. 
After ſeveral minutes of little leſs than 


total ſtagnation, my pulſes again beat 
5 quickly; 
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quickly; and remembrance imprinted 
on my brain, in characters indelible, the 
magnitude of my misfortune. SHS 

The portrait of my mother! Oh, 
Frances ! had it pleaſed Heaven to have 
left me this one ſource of conſolation, 
my deſtiny had yet been ameliorated ; I 
had ſtill been permitted to contemplate 
the ſemblance of that celeſtial ſpirit, 
which ſo early quitted this probationary 
ſcene, leaving her ill-fated orphan to 
ſtruggle with the world's unkindnefs ! 
But even that hope was never to be 
mine; I was not. born to know even 
the deluſive joy which ſprings from 
viſionary bleſſings, 

As ſoon as I had ſufficiently recovered 
ſtrength to walk, Lord Denmore, taking 
my arm, led me towards the Caſtle, 
Twice he looked intently at me, but the 
diſtreſs which my countenance exhibited 
prevented his queſtioning me farther on 
the ſubject. On our reaching the por- 
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tico, I obſerved a chaiſe and four ad- 
vancing along the park : I looked firſt 
towards this new object of ſolicitude, 
and next at Lord Denmore. His colour 
changed: he haſtily conducted me to 
the library; his hand ſhook as though it 
had been palſied ; while he in a low 
voice articulated, «© The hour of trial is 
arrived, exert your fortitude !” I ſunk 
into a chair near the balcony, and watched 
the chaiſe till it ſtopped at the portico.” 
The ſtranger was Lady Upas. I aroſe 
inſtantly, and flew to meet her; I em- 
' braced her with a degree of joy which 
my heart had almoſt forgotten. We re- 
turned to the library ; my guardian did 
not follow us. My kind, my amiable 
friend, from whom I had been ſo long 
ſeparated, expreſſed her pleaſure at ſee- 
ing me once more under the protection 
of Lord Denmore. At this moment he 


_ entered the room: 


a 


« Gertrude,” 
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& Gertrude,” ſaid he, with a voice Than 
evidently interrupted by doubts and bl 9 1 
fears, © this meeting muſt be no leſs is 
pleaſant to yourſelf than to your friend 
Miſs Stanley!“ I ſtarted, and turned 
aſide to conceal the ſudden ſhock my 
ſenſes received, at the moment when 
they ſeemed to eſcape from the. chain of 
perſecutions which oppreſſed them, I 
had not power to ſpeak ; my lip qui- 
vered, and my head was bowed with 
ſhame and diſappointment ; for at that 
moment I reproached myſelf for the ap- 
parent ingratitude of my conduct; I 
recollected all that Lord Denmore had 
told me reſpecting Miſs Stanley's diſin- 
tereſted generoſity, and I conſidered 
myſelf as the moſt worthleſs of mortals. 

Immediately after breakfaſt my guar- 
dian and Miſs Stanley propoſed walking; 
I made my excuſes, and in my ſolitary 
chamber indulged in the very exceſs of 
ſorrow. I had to behold, in the bride of 

C7} Lord 
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Lord Denmore, the only woman upon 
earth to whom I owed unbounded obli- 
gations. Reaſon, gratitude, and feeling 
forbade that I ſhould attempt to inter- 
rupt their union; and yet I knew that 
the hand which gave a wife to Lord 
Denmore would inevitably ſeal my fate 
for ever. | 

From my window I obſerved them 
walking in earneſt converſation ; Miſs 
Stanley ſeemed to be ſpeaking with 
energy, my guardian liſtening atten- 
tively. I faw him frequently preſs his 
forehead with his hand, as was his uſual 
cuſtom when his mind was agitated. I 
was little leſs than frantic, The wild 
emotions of a ſoul, labouring with the 
tortures of hopeleſs but incurable affec- 
tion ; the pang of diſappointed pride, 
the miſery of conſcious error, the burn- 
ing bluſh of ſhame, and the anguiſh of 
dependence, conſpired againſt my reaſon, 
and nearly vanquiſhed it. 


f Frances, 
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Frances, at that moment] tremble 
while I confeſs the thought—at that 
dreadful moment, I meditated ſelf de- 
ſtruction! the next, I reſolved to daſh 
my burning aching boſom amid(t the 
roaring waters which had once, but for 
the interpoſition of Lord Denmore, eter- 
nally engulphed me. Full of my deſpe- 
rate purpoſe, I ruſhed forth from my 
chamber, talking madly to myſelf, ar 
exclaiming, „I will terminate this ſcene 
of torture—lI will eri!“ 

As I pronounced theſe words I felt a 
female's arms encircling me, and heard 
the voice of poor Patty conjuring me to 
be patient. It was in vain that ſhe ex- 
erted all her power to hold me ; I felt as 


though ] poſſeſſed a lion's ſtrength, and 


tearing myſelf from her, haſtened to the 


brook : Patty followed me with equal 


ſwiftneſs, and by ſcreaming as ſhe pur- 
ſued me, attracted the attention of Lord 
Denmore. Bewildered, wild, and frantic, 
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again I turned towards the Caſtle; the 
towers ſeemed to tremble as if an carth- 
quake ſhook them: the ſky was black 
and ſtormy. My brain was burning, 
and my lips were parched ; I felt the 
maniac's fever ſcorching up the wither- 
ing fibres of my heart, and I raved dii- 
tractedly. 

Before I reached the portico, Miss 
Stanley overtook me: ſhe ſnatched my 
arm, and held me till my guardian 
aſſiſted her in leading me to the library. 
1 laughed convulſively. Oh, Frances 
Lord Denmore knelt before me in tears; 
even his ſtern, his philoſophic boſom, 
was melted and ſubdued, 

% Leave us together, my Lord,” ſaid 
Miſs Stanley; „I have ſomething of 
importance to ſay, that will ſoothe this 
dear ſuffering girl.” My guardian 
_ obeyed. 

My fears are confirmed,“ ſaid ſhe ; 
« you love Lord Denmore, Gertrude; 
25 and 
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and Heaven forbid that I ſhould be his 
wife! From this hour I am determined 
to reſign him.” I liſtened, and my 
fleeting ſpirit ſeemed to awake as from 
a dream; but the conflict had been too 
ſevere for my exhauſted ſenſes, and 1 
was beyond the power of thanking her. 
She aſſiſted me in returning to my 
chamber. My fever was violent; I was 
conveyed to my bed, where I have been 
ever ſince confined, and, if I may judge 
from the countenances of thoſe wha 
attend me, in extreme danger. 

At ſhort intervals I have written this 
letter. Miſs Stanley has been my con- 
ſtant companion; the rector and his ex- 
cellent wife have viſited me daily; they 
have bent their heads in ſorrow over my 
pillow, and bathed it with their tears: I 
have not ſeen Lord Denmore; he ſe- 
cludes himſelf entirely in his ſtudy. 

I cloſe my letter, for I am faint and 


exhauſted, 
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LETTER XCIX. 


Miſs SraxLEY to FRances MoNnT- 
GOMERY. 


Sept. 16, 1797, 


Tu taſk which I now undertake, 
though prompted by friendſhip, is at- 
tended with conſiderable regret : it will 
ſufficiently alarm your feelings to know 
that Miſs St. Leger's ſituation requires 
an amanuenſis; I ſhall therefore, without 
farther prelude, unfold the purpoſe of 
my letter, which is merely that of com- 
mencing a correſpondence. 


I am informed by the invalid, for you 
already know that ſhe has been ſome 
time confined to her chamber, that an 
unceaſing and confidential intercourſe has 


paſſed between you, ever ſince the period 
of 
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5 — 


of her quitting Ireland. Aſſured of this 
circumſtance, I may more freely expa- 
tiate on preſent events, and with leſs re- 
ſerve deſcribe the anticipated proſpect, 
than I ſhould be authoriſed to do, under 
limits more contracted. | 
Gertrude has been the moſt unfor- 
tunate and perſecuted of women : ſhe 
has been at once the dupe of the un- 
worthy, the ornament of ſociety, and the 
ſlave of ſenſibility. Educated in total 
ſecluſion from the world, ſhe was the 
pupil of precept; but ſhe was ſoon taught 
to know, that a liberal and feeling heart 
had many pangs to encounter, before 
it could become the convert of practice. 
She entered the vortex of ſplendour like 
a new and brilliant conſtellation: the 
ſphere which ſhe adorned was for a time 
temperately propitious; but darknefs 
ſuddenly overwhelmed it, and ſhe has 
from that hour been deſtined to ſtruggle 


with a tempeſt, fierce and unceaſing. 
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The moſt buſy demon of the ſtorm 
was the abandoned Treville : a being, 
who living only for himſelf, who, wrap- 
ped in the flimſy garb of vanity, and 
conſidering woman as a creature formed 


for his amuſement, marked every ſuc- 


.ceeding day with a new crime, at which, 
though reflection winked, humanity per- 
.petually ſhuddered. To a woman of the 
world, a reaſoning, rational, diſcrimi- 
[nating mortal, ſuch an inſe& would have 
proved harmleſs ; ſhe would have ad- 
. mired his exterior attractions, have con- 
templated his perſon with a mixure of 
admiration and pity; while her judgment 
would have taught her to counteract the 
magic, the poiſonous magic, which lurked 
beneath the fineſt work of nature. 
MI. Treville is a pupil of that modern 
ſchool, which has exploded every thing 
like good nature, good ſenſe, good man- 
ners, or goodneſs of heart, from the 
yocabulary of polite education. His 


contempt 


Ed 
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contempt for all the decorous proprieties 
of life, his aſſiduity to appear careleſs of 
every thing eſſential to dignity of mind, 
and his induſtry to prove, that the hap- 
pineſs of others was of little importance, 
when compared with his own gratifi- 
cations, proclaimed him one of thoſe 
ephemera who baſk in the beams of 
faſhionable life, dazzle as they- flutter 
their ſhort and ſenſeleſs hour away, and 
ſteal to the oblivion of time, uaregretted 
and forgotten. 

To whom is the world indebted for 
this race of mortals, this augmenting 
legion of diſguſting non-deſcripts? To 
women ! To beings, vain, giddy, inſig- 
nificant, and empty as themſelves. As 
reaſon and mental cultivation become 


light in the ſcale of humanity, folly and 


licentiouſneſs preponderate. The toil 
of education is, a bore! the man of 
learning, @ quiz ! and the woman of ſen- 
timent, an object for uniyerſal ridicule ! 


for, 
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for, in theſe extraordinary times, whan 
every thing rational ſeems verging to 
oblivion, and every thing prepoſterous 
approaching to its climax, man is like 
any thing but Man; and manners are 
ſo degenerated by example, that, in an- 
other century, they are likely to produce 
a race of beings, aliens alike to nature, 
feeling, and rationality. 

An author, whoſe works do honour to 
his memory, lamented that the days of 
chivalry were no more! He was a 
competent judge of the new ſyſtem, not 
only politically, but morally : he beheld 
with regret the encroachments of thoſe 
trivial purſuits, which incapacitate the 
foul for all that is glorious and ener- 
getic; which debilitate the mental facul- 
ties, contaminate the heart, and unhar- 
monize all the principles of ſociety. He 
read the minds of men, blotted and 
ſcrawled by vice, vanity, and folly, All 


that once diſtinguiſhed the lords of the 


Creation, 
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creation, nearly obliterated by the palſying 
hand of cuſtom; and all that could debaſe 
humanity, foſtered into vigour by the hot 


ſunſhine of luxury and ſplendor: he con- 


templated the altered ſcene with ſorrow 
and regret, where the pride of genius 
ſickened under the ſadneſs of neglect; 
the dignity of worth bowed before the 
arrogance of wealth ; the heroiſm of love 
glowed only in the pages of romance ; 
and woman, perſecuted woMan, was 


taught to find her moſt relentleſs enemy, 


in that Being, whoni nature deſigned to 
cheriſh and protect her! But I am 
wandering from my ſubject. The paſt 
and preſent ſufferings of Gertrude St. 
Leger led me through the mazes of re- 


flection imperceptibly: I return to her, 
and to her ſorrows. 


It is evident that a deep and incurable 
melancholy preys upon her repoſe. The 


cauſe is no leſs viſible than the effect. 


Her boſom has long cheriſhed a paſſion. 
for 
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for Lord Denmore, whoſe mind and 
manners, though unlike thoſe of the mo- 
dern ſchool, have but too powerfully 
combined to increaſe the magic, and to 
render its faſcinations indelible, I have 
little hope that this fatal enchantment 
will ever be diſſolved; and I am confi- 
dently aſſured, that, if it continues, Ger- 
trude will be the victim; for Lord Den- 
more never can be her huſband—an 
unſurmountable barrier 1s placed between 
them. 

_ Unhappy Gertrude! Born to a myſte- 
rious deſtiny ; created to be wretched ; 
deprived, in infancy, of all that maternal 
fondneſs could beſtow ; and ordained to 
periſh by the knowledge of that ſecret, 
the developement of which would place 
thee above the frowns of fortune, the 
miſeries of dependence ! 

The laſt night ſhe paſſed in a delirium, 
which, while it ſubdued the powers of 
reflection, too plainly evinced the apguſh 

| - 
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of her heart. How rarely, in theſe days 
of apathy, does the mind of woman 
evince ſuch fatal ſenſibility ! How ex- 
quiſitely would ſuch a character be deli- 
neated by the pen of a Rouſſeau; how 
worthy would ſhe have been of ſuch a 
lover as Petrarch ; how nearly ſimilar 
are her ſorrows to thoſe of the unfor- 
tunate Eloiſe! 

This letter commences a correſpond- 
ence, which ſhall not terminate till Ger- 
trude's deſtiny is decided. A few days will 


perhaps cloſe the mournful detail; for, 


if I miſtake not, Lord Denmore has 
determined on an event which will elu- 
cidate every myſtery : —A viſitor is 
expected ar the Caſtle, whoſe preſence 
will either produce the commencement 
of Gertrude's felicity, or the termination 
of her deſpair, 
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LETTER c. 


GERTRUDE to FRANCES, 


Sept. 18, 1797. 
My filence has been the effect of inca- 


pacity to fulfil the duties of friendſhip, 


Frances, I am ſubdued by mental con- 
flicts Lam exhauſted by the viciſſitudes 
of my diſaſtrous fortune: I have re- 
queſted to be removed from this ſcene 
of anxiety and pain; and, the moment 
that I am able to quit my chamber, I 
ſhall depart for Ireland: there, my 
friend, will I repoſe my head on the bo- 
ſom of ſyropathy, till the pulſes of my 
brain ſhall be frozen, the ſenſibilities of 
my heart eternally tranquil, 


I am told that a ſtranger is expected 
at the Caſtle. There was a time when 


ſuch 
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ſuch intelligence would have awakened 
an intereſt in my boſom ; but the repeti- 
tion of grief deadens the nerve of ſuſ- 
ceptibility, and the moſt acute mental 


agonies become ſupportable, by be- 


numbing the ſenſe they feed on. I feel 
that the ſevereſt pang which my nature 
could ſuſtain has been inflicted ; and now 


deſtiny, thy victim ſets thy ſterneſt man- 


date at defiance. 


LETTER CI. 
The Same to the Same, 


Sept. 19. 1797. 


I an ſtill unable to quit my chamber ; 
an enervating laſſitude defeats all the 
efforts which I make for the reſtoration 
of my loft tranquillity, and I only labour 
to ſuppreſs the encroachments of me- 

lancholy, 
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lancholy, to experience, every hour, 2 
new proof of its dominion. 

A ſtranger is expected at the Caſtle. 
This intelligence abſorbs my mind, when 
its faculties are not devoted to a more 

intereſting object. Lord and Lady Mel. 
comb arrived here yeſterday; they came 
to aſſiſt in the celebration of Lord Den- 
more's wedding. Lord Denmore's wed- 
ding! Frances, how my hand trembles 
while I write the words! 

What an illuſtrious, what an exalted 
mind has that woman who was the object 
of his choice! How tranſcendently ge- 
nerous! how diſintereſtedly noble! Shall 
I prove an obſtacle to the happineſs of 
ſuch a being? Shall I, becauſe my heart 
has fixed its affections on one to whom! 
never ſhall be united, deprive her of ſuch 
an huſband ? How torturing is the que!- 
tion! How does my conſcious foul re- 
prove me for heſitating a moment to 
anſwer it! Reaſon and gratitude com- 
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mand me to make the effort ; while 
every fibre of my boſom quivers at the 
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attempt. 14 
I bluſh at my own weakneſs: I ſhrink 90 
into infignificance, when I reflect on the hi 
degradation to which I expoſe myſelf, - 0 
Iwill arouſe this baſe, this yielding ſpi- MW 
rit : 1 will conquer the paſſion which (ak 
feeds on my repoſe : I will relinquiſh Mis 
every hope: abjure every ſentiment of . 
fondneſs: riſe ſuperior to the weakneſs 4 
of deſpondency; and reſign Lord Den- RY 
more. 177 


I feel like the ſhipwrecked mariner 1 | 
in the laſt moment of his deſpair. I be- 'F 


hold a dark and terrifying abyſs yawning 
to receive me: all around is fraught with 
horrors ; and deſtruction, without a reſiſt- 
ing effort, will be inevitable. Shall I at- 


tempt to fave myſelf? or ſhall I tamely, 
like a coward, periſh ? 
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LETTER Ci. 


The Same to the Fame. 


Sept. 20, 179). 


InaRE ſummoned all the proud reſiſting 
faculties of my ſoul : I have called them 
into action: they ſuſtain my reſolution: 
they convince me of what I have been 
they ſhew me what I am; and inſtruct 
me what I ought to be. 

Shall the proud ſpirit of my allane 
father, the virtues of my loſt mother, be 
forgotten ? Shall no faint trace of them 


remain in the boſom of their orphaned 


child ? Is there not ſuch a thing as intui- 
tive pride? inſtinctive virtue? heredi- 
tary fortitude? Is man to play the ty- 
rant, and woman eternally to be the dupe 
of her own ſenſibility? No, Frances, 


no! 
What 
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What has produced this change in my 
opinions? What has nerved this ſenſi- 
tive boſom even at the moment when it 
was nearly vanquiſhed ? Pride, Fran- 
ces! the pride of an inſulted heart! the 
indignant glow which conſcious rectitude 
never fails to feel, when it is perſecuted 
by the world's unkindneſs! It is no ar- 
duous taſk for beings, nurſed in the lap 
of luxury, to ſmile and to be tranquil : 
they ſleep undiſturbed by dreams of an- 
guiſh ; they awake to experience all the 
advantages of fortune ; they meet with 
the homage of an unthinking multitude 
and they find, among the venal herd, 
fools and ſycophants, who fawn them 
into ſelf-approbation. Well may ſuch 


beings aſſume a tranquil exterior; ſmile 
through their day of apathy ; exult in 
what they call philoſophy ; and condemn 
the weary, reſtleſs, and repining ſpirit, 


which is ſtung and 8 by a diſaſtrous 
fortune. 
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How little does the mortal, born in 
an exalted ſphere, and nurſed in luxurious 
ſplendor, know mankind | How ſuper- 
ficially does he read the human heart ! 
How falſely does he judge the world, 
through the deceptive medium which 
fortune holds betwixt him and his fellow. 
creatures! It is adverſity alone that un- 
folds the page of knowledge: it is ex- 
perience whoſe pencil juſtly delineates 
the rational, the reaſoning atom, Man. 
It is truth alone that can ſuſtain the 
mind; and nothing lefs than conſcious 
truth can arm it in its journey through 
this mazy, this perplexing ſcene, to re- 
ſiſt, to combat, and to vanquiſh. 
Tou will be ſurpriſed, my dear Frances, 
when you read this philoſophical letter: 
yet from a mind ſo perpetually agitated 
by contending conflicts, a world-ſickened 
diſguſt might naturally be expected. 1 
have long loathed all earthly ſcenes : 1 


am become weary even of the deluſions 
of 


2 ö 3 © 8 * 0h; * * W 


THE FALSE FRIEND, 241 


of hope, the chimeras of imagination : I 
ſink hourly into a ſpecies of laſſitude, 
which, but for the ſtimulating power of 
ſcorn, would ſoon produce inanity. 

I truſt that a ſhort period will effect a 
change in my mental ſyſtem, which will 
be productive of repoſe : for the ſorrows 
of ſenſibility, when they reach a certain 
climax, riſe into fortitude, or ſoften into 
reſignation ; as the wild ſurge rolls on- 
ward to the rocky ſhore, and there breaks 
in a ſoft murmur on the ſand; or, daſh- 
ing with reſiſtleſs fury, braves the ſtu- 
pendous bulwark that receives it. 
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LETTER CIII. 


Miſs STANLEY to FRances MonrT- 
GOMERY., 
+ 
Sept. 22, 1797, 
Stxce I wrote my laſt letter, the change 
in Miſs St. Leger's mind has been pro- 
greſſively propitious : ſhe has exerted 
her fortitude : ſhe now feels that ſelf- 
reſpe& which genuine dignity of ſenti- 
ment never fails to awaken ; and I hope 
that a ſhort period will completely re- 
ſtore her tranquillity. 

She has now only one pang to en- 
counter ; and, however acutely ſhe may 
fcel it, I do not deſpair of her being able 
to combat its ſeverity : for the keeneſt 
misfortunes, ſingly inflicted, may be 
borne ; though a rapid accumulation 


of ſorrows is rarely to be ſurmounted. 
Lord 
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Lord Denmore confines himſelf almoſt 
entirely in his ſtudy. Lord and Lady 
Melcomb are here; and, as faſhionable 
friends care but little for the fociety of 
thoſe whom they viſit, to them the Caſtle 
loſes no atom ofattraction by the ſecluſion 
of its owner. Gertrugl paſſes her hours 
chiefly in her chamber, writing and 
reading alternately ; and waiting, with 
apparent compoſure, for the arrival of 
the ſtranger. 

This evening he is expected: Lord 
Denmore is reſtleſs, anxious, and impa- 
tient; for, by the effect of this viſit, the 
deſtiny of Gertrude, and the happineſs 
or miſery of her guardian, will be finally 
determined. 
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LESLEY. 
GERTRUDE 70 FRANCES. 


Sept. 24, 179). 


VrSsTIRDAV afternoon, while I was 
reading in my chamber, the door ſu- 
denly opened, and Lord Denmore en— 
tered. I ſtarted at this abrupt intruſion, 
and was for a moment at a loſs to ac- 
count for it; but my ſuſpenſe was of 
ſhort duration, for with a ſmile, evi- 
dently aſſumed with ſome difficulty, my 
guardian informed me that the ſtranger 
was arrived, and waited impatiently to 
lee me. 

Without heſitation, I replied, that! 
was ready to attend him, Frances, my 


boſom ſeemed armed with a ſpecies 0! 


frozen indifference, which checked its 
throbbings, even while I felt the pre: 
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ſure of Lord Denmore's hand. No 
magnetizing pulſe made my heart own 
a quickened circulation ; no tremulous 
ſenſation bade my lip quiver as I ſpoke ; 
no ſigh eſcaped my boſom ; no bluſh 
ſuffuſed my cheek ; the reign of ſenſi- 
bility was ſuſpended, and pride, ſuſtained 
by reaſon, now. held dominion over all 
my feelings. 

With a calm countenance, and a 


ſteady pace, I accompanied Lord Den- 


more to the library, where, immediately 
on his opening the door, my eyes met 
thoſe of Edward Aſhgrove. For a mo- 
ment the blood ſeemed to ruſh from my 
heart, and to deepen the colour of my, 
cheek; but the revolution was tran- 
fient=T recovered from my ſurpriſe, 
and received. him without the ſmalleſt 
appearance of embarraſſment. Little 
paſſed during the converſation that fol- 
lowed, which could either intereſt my 
feelings or awaken my curioſity. Lord 

M3 and 
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and Lady Melcomb, with Miſs Stanley, 
ſhortly after joined us: dinner being 
ſerved we repaired to the ſaloon, Lord 
Denmore taking my hand, and with a 


ſmile placing me at the upper end of the 
table, 


With an unſhaken compoſure I per- 
formed the taſk allotted me. I obſerved 
Lord Denmore's features, while they 
betrayed an agitation of ſoul which aug- 
mented my triumph, Now, thought I, 
it is your turn to ſuffer! I have paſſed 
the agonizing criſis which reſtored my 
mind to the energies of reaſon ; I reflect 
with a bluſh of ſelf-reproof on the weak- 
neſs of my heart, and I exult in that 
victory, which will ſecure me from 
future degradation. 


As ſoon as dinner was ended, the party 
retired to coffee in the drawing-room : 
« We will follow you immediately,” 
ſaid Lord Denmore, taking hold of my 
arm, and gently detaining me. As ſoon 
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as we were left alone, with a look, 
though ſerious not ſevere, Lord Den- 
more inquired whether I could now 
gueſs the perſon whom he had choſen to 
be my huſband. Upon my heſitating 
to anſwer the queſtion, he added: 
« Gertrude, your ſilence not only alarms 
but inſults me. If 1 have been rightly 
informed, at a period not long paſt, 
you promiſed your hand to Mr. Afh- 
grove ; tell me briefly, was it not ſo?” 

«© In a moment of awakened pity for 
his ſufferings, my Lord, I confeſs that I 
did make ſuch a promiſe : but his ge- 
nerous nature exonerated me from the 
obſervance of it, the moment that he 


knew it originated in a tranſitory ſen- 


timent.” 


6 This is but a puerile ſubterfuge for 

a ſtrong and liberal mind,” faid my 
guardian. When a woman of honour 
once pledges her word, ſhe cannot for- 
feit her promiſe but with the integrity 
| 2080 of 
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of her heart, Mr. Aſhgrove 1s brave, 
he is amiable—” 

ce Perfectly ſo,” interrupted I, ſighing. 

« He loves you, Gertrude.“ 

ce fear he does, my Lord.” 

c Why do you fear it? Can the 
affections of a man, whoſe character 
bears the ſtamp of innate worth, diſgrace 
you?“ 

« My Lord, I do not wiſh to marry. 
Indeed, ſince you have demanded an ex- 
plicit anſwer,” ſaid I, « you ſhall have 
no further reaſon to reproach me, 1 
have reſolved —” 

« On what?” ſaid Lord Denmore 
cagerly, 

« On remaining ſingle,” anſwered I 
gravely. 

That is your ſerious determina- 
tion?“ 

« Irrevocably.“ 

« Then I have nothing more to pro- 
poſe,” cried my guardian; though my 

felicity 
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felicity will be in ſome degree dimi- 


niſhed ”w ſuch a reſolution, for I 
hoped — 

« What did you hope, my Lord?” 
interrupted I, trembling and confuſed. 


« Tt will be uſeleſs now to utter an- 


other ſyllable,” replied my guardian. 
« T ſhall diſcloſe the reſult of our con- 
verſation to Mr. Aſhgrove, with as little 
delay as poſſible; and Heaven forbid 
that I ſhould ever again diſtreſs your 
feelings on fo intereſting a ſubject! 
From this hour my lips ſhall be ſcaled 
in ſilence!” As he pronounced theſe 
words, he gravely bowed, and left me. 

« My mind ſeemed to loſe a conſi- 
derable portion of its tranquillity by this 
fort interview: Lord Denmore's hopes 
were deſtroyed by my determination not 
to marry! Fancy ſuggeſted a thouland 
| Hattering interpretations of this unex- 
pected avowal ; and each ſeemed, by its 


Þ inconſiſtency, to baffle and afflict me: 
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ſo varying, ſo inexplicable are the vi- 
ſions which haunt the brain, when its 
faculties are abſorbed by one dear ex- 
cluſive object; we endeavour to con- 
vince our reaſon at the expence of our 
judgment, we hang our heart's fondeſt 
hope on airy phantoms, till, like the 
goſſamer that floats on the morning 
breeze, it inſenſibly becomes a part oſ 
that which bears it. | 

I obſerved Lord Denmore and his 
gueſts croſſing the Park, and taking the 
path which led up the hill to the Par- 
ſonage: my ſoul was abſorbed in medi- 
tation; and as the evening began to 
yedden, I bent my ſteps towards my fa- 
vourite retreat near the root- bridge. 
The mournful murmur of the brook in- 
. creaſed the penſive ſadneſs of my mind, 
and I felt as though I awaited ſome 

event of the moſt important intereſt. 
The ſky every moment became more 
obſcure ; the venerable trees waved their 
thick 
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thick branches, as the wind paſſed over 
them; and the 1vyed nook, I thought, 


appeared more dark than ever. As I 


proceeded towards it, I obſerved the 
figure of a man juſt iſſuing from the 
wood which ſcreened the ſolitary receſs : 
he approached me: he came within a 
few paces ; I ſaw him diſtinctly; he was 
unknown to me ; and without further 
ceremony I demanded his buſineſs, —< I 
am a ſtranger,” ſaid he; „ but I am 
your friend, if your name 1s St. Leger.” 

I anſwered, * It is. 

« Then,” ſaid he, with a tone of com- 
placency which gave me confidence, © J 
requeſt to know, whether or not you are 
on the point of marriage ?”'—I ſtarted. 

« I ſee that the queſtion ſurpriſes 
you,” ſaid the ſtranger : „ but if the 
report be true, and you purpoſe ſhortly 
to become a wife, ſuffer me to aſk you, 
what is your fortune?“ 
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« You muſt prove your claim to my 
confidence,” anſwered I ſternly, © before 
I anſwer ſuch a queſtion.” 

« You are proud, becauſe you are 
wealthy,” ſaid the ſtranger. 

« You mean to inſult me,” inter- 
rupted I, turning from him. He ſnatch- 
ed my arm— 

« Do you know Lord Arcot ! ?” cried 
he haſtily. 

4 I do. 

« Has he not from time to time en- 
riched you?“ 

« Heavens!“ exclaimed I, % What 
do you mean?“ 

„ Has Lord Denmore never 1n- 
formed you that your fortune is im- 
menſe, your expectations ſplendid ?” 

« Never!” | 

The ſtranger continued: * That your 
mother was an heireſs to almoſt count- 
leſs wealth ; and that, in her right, you 


are the ſole inheritor?“ 5 
6 Merciful 
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« Merciful powers! Go on,” ſaid I, 
« You knew my mother?“ 

« did. She was the lovelieſt work 
of Nature !” 

« So I have often heard,” inter- 
rupted I. 

« You muſt have ſeen that which 
preſented her juſt as ſhe lived—" 

« A portrait ? 

« No; a buſt, after the model of the 
Grecian Sappho.”'—I trembled convul- 
lively. 

ce Tt was caſt from her features,” con- 
tinued the ſtranger.” 

« Are you certain?“ ſaid I. 

« Beyond a doubt, for I was preſent 
when the artiſt did it.” I thought I 
ſhould have fainted. 

e Reſpect for her memory, for I was 
once her deareſt friend, induced me to 
make this viſit, Many years have 
elapſed ſince I laſt ſaw Lord Denmore. 
I have heard ſtrange reports, and I came 

hither 
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hither to ſatisfy my curioſity ; therefore 
I requeſt that you will inform me, whe- 
ther or not you have been happy under 
his E r 2 

* Why do you afk the queſtion p' 

e Becauſe,” added the ſtranger, „if 
you are not ſo, I am determined to re- 
move you.” 

« By what authority?“ 

« By the impulſe of philanthropy, the 
bond of friendſhip, which bound me to 
your intereſt from your earlieſt years. 
Anſwer me candidly—Has Lord Den- 
more acted, in every ſenſe, towards you 
as a man of honour ?” I heſitated. 

Inform me briefly, for my time is 
precious, continued the ſtranger; © if 
"you are not happy here, there is another 
home ready to receive you—the habi- 
Fation of Lord Arcot,” 

* Of Lord Arcot !” repeated I with 
aſtoniſhment. * The atrocious miſ- 
* He offer an aſylum to an un- 

happy, 
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happy, perſecuted woman! Impoſſible. — 
I have already experienced too many in- 
ſults under his roof to riſk their repe- 
tition.“ 

« Reflect,“ cried the ſtranger with 
an impreſſive energy; © I conjure you 
to reflect before you charge him with any 
action that would ftigmatize his name: 


he would have been a friend, a guardian 


to you : he had the power to place you 
above the malevolence of the world; to 
encircle you with happineſs. Let me 
not ſuppoſe that by any imprudent ſtep 
you forſeited his protection.“ 

« Your language is inexplicable !” 
ſaid J. Lord Arcot, it is true, has 
offered me conſiderable preſents, indeed, 


a ſplendid *income ; but with a motive. 


at once inſulting and diſhonourable.“ 


« You miſtook his motive,” replied 


the ſtranger ; „he wiſhed to ſee you 
happy, to place you in thoſe ranks of 
life which your perſonal and mental 
graces 
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graces would have embelliſhed. Bu: you 


had fixed your affections on—" 

«© Whom?” interrupted I earneſtly. 

« Lord Denmore.” I made no an- 
ſwer, but continued to walk by the ſtran- 
ger's fide along the wood. The moon 
had riſen; and the bright beams fell on 
the path where it was opened by inter- 
ſecting viſtas. I ſnatched every oppor- 
tunity whenever a partial gleam fell on 
the ſtranger's features. His countenance 
was manly and benignant : his drels, 
manners,. and deportment pronounced 
him of the poliſhed claſſes of ſociety. 
After we had proceeded ſeveral paces, 
he renewed the converſation : 

« Since we have entered upon this 
important ſubje&,” ſaid he, “ ſuffer me 
to aſk you without reſerve, and tell me 
frankly, why you have placed your af- 
fections on a being whoſe age, manners, 
and diſpoſition are fo ill- ſuited to your 
own? From one who is unknown to 

you, 
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you, ſuch a queſtion may appear un- 
authoriſed ; but there are reaſons. of the 
utmoſt importance why I ſhould be 
ſatisfied,” 

« ] eſteemed Lord Denmore from 
my earlieſt infancy,” ſaid I: “I knew 
no other friend, no other guardian: he 
was a father to me: I had no parent 
elſe ' my tears prevented my proceed- 
ing, and I wept abundantly, The Rate 
ger again addreſſed me: 

« It is uſeleſs to deceive you. I have 
been three days in the neighbouring vil- 
lage: I know all that is now in con- 
templation at the Caſtle. A ſimple girl, 
(in the ſervice of Lord Denmore,) at 
whoſe father's houſe I am lodged, has 
informed me of every circumſtance ; of 
your guardian's purpoſed marriage; of 
your deſpair ; of Mr. Aſhgrove's arrival. 
Not only preſent proſpects of inquietude, 
but paſt events have been unfolded to 
me; and ] feel that the criſis is ap- 

| proaching, 
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proaching, which muſt deſtroy you, or 
| ſnatch you from deſtruction.“ As he 
ſpoke, I heard voices and footſteps en- 
tering the wood : the ſtranger, darting 
among the trees, inſtantaneouſly vaniſh- 
ed; and in a few moments, Miſs Stanley, 
Lady Melcomb, and Mr. Aſpgrove, pre- 
ſented themſelves before me. 

« Heavens! my dear girl!” cried 
Miſs Stanley, „what can induce you to 
wander in this gloomy place at ſuch an 
hour, alone ?” | 

«© What ſhould I fear?“ faid I. 

te Every thing,” replied Miſs Stanley: 
te the very owls and bats would terrify a 
leſs romantic mind.“ 

« The owls and bats had little in- 
fluence over Mifs St. Leger's feelings,” 
cried Mr. Aſhgrove ; “ for, if I miſtake 
not, her evening meditations were not 
wholly ſolitary.” 

« Atleaſt they were not ſilent,” added 


Lady Melcomb : „ but I have heard of 
evil 
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evil ſpirits, which ſometimes viſit the 
moonlight paths of wandering beauty; 
and, by magic incantations, conjure up 
ſuch melancholy thoughts as tempt their 
hearers to deeds of deſperation.” While 
ſhe was ſpeaking, I obſerved Mr. Aſh- 
grove looking inquiſitively round him. I 
trembled : I ſcarcely ſaw my path. The 
powerful intereſt which the ſtranger had 
excited, encreaſed the fluttering of my 
heart, and I continued ſilent. 

We returned to the Caſtle, Mr. 
Aſhgrove appeared penſively ſullen ; at 
times alternately reſtleſs and dejected. 
His eyes, during the remainder of the 
evening, frequently met mine; but with 
a mixture of reproof and regret, which 
deeply affected me. Lady Melcomb, 
whoſe curioſity was raiſed to impatience, 
during ſupper expatiated on the beauti- 
ful ſcenery, the romantic ſolitudes, in the 
vicinity of the Caſtle. Do you not 
find,“ ſaid her Ladyſhip, addreſſing 
Lord 
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Lord Denmore, „ that the walks by 
moonlight are more inviting than when 
they are expoſed to the glare of day? I 
think that I could wander about the 
woods eternally, This evening was pe- 
culiarly adapted to a penſive taſte ; and 
I'make no doubt but your contemplative 
mind was infinitely gratified.”” 

« | have paſſed the evening in my 
library,“ ſaid Lord Denmore : © books 
have been my only companions ; for, to 
ſpeak truly, my ſpirits were 1ll- ſuited to 
ſociety.” A glance of indignation from 
the expreſſive eyes of Edward convinced 
me that Lady Melcomb's miſchievous 
purpoſe was accompliſhed. She had 
awakened the demon, Jealouſy, which 
had for a time lain dormant ; and I began 
to anticipate effects from cauſes which 
alarmed and pained me, Lord Den- 
more, unconſcious of her meaning, ex- 
hibited a countenance unmoved ; but a 


faint fluſh on Miſs Stanley's cheek con- 
vinced 
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vinced me that ſhe was infected by the 
ſubtle poiſon, and that her pride had 
taken the alarm before her ſober judg- 
ment was conſulted. 

For myſelf, I fat like a convicted cri- 
minal. My mind was abſorbed in rumi- 
nation, and my boſom throbbed with the 
contending emotions that poſſeſſed it. 
At one moment, I was fearful! that the 
ſtranger's viſit was nothing more than a 
new trial of Lord Arcot's machinations ; 
the next, conjecture preſented the untir- 
ing perſecutions of the libertine Somer- 
ton. To him the ſecrets of my deſtiny 
had been communicated by Lord Den— 
more. The ſtories of my mother's 
ſplendid fortune, of the buſt, and of Lord 
Arcot's propoſals, were probably known 


to him; and by his authority repeated, 


in order to excite an intereſt in my bo- 
ſom, and to allure me into new confi- 
dence, merely for the purpoſe of in 
deceiving. 


Soon 
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Soon after ſupper I retired to my 
chamber. The firſt objects of contem- 
plation were the remains of that model 
which once preſented the reſemblance of 
my loſt mother. Oh, Frances! lan- 
guage cannot picture the awful ſenſation 
which thrilled through my heart, while 
I endeavoured, with trembling hands, 
to ſelect any feature which might ſtill be 
perfect; nor can my joy be deſcribed, 
when I found that nearly the whole of the 
countenance had eſcaped deſtruction. 
With eyes, from which a torrent of tears 
fell involuntarily, I gazed on the pre- 
cious fragment. I raiſed it to my lips; 
kiſſed it with a mixture of tenderneſs and 
awe ; talked to it in the language of 
filial affection; preſſed it to my boſom, 
and on my knees invoked the gentle 
ſpirit of my angelic parent to ſuſtain my 
ſoul, and to ſoothe it into reſignation. 

The maſk, which I continued to con- 


template with an aching boſom, ſeemed 
| to 
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to ſmile upon me. The whiteneſs of the 
alabaſter preſented the paleneſs ofa corpſe: 
I ſhuddered ; * So did ſhe look,” faid I 
wildly, © when the hand of death ſnatched 
her eternally from me ; when my infant 
breaſt was given to the. miſeries of life, 
unſhielded, and unconſcious of impend- 
ing ſorrows.” Again I preſſed the re- 
lique to my boſom ; again I was bathing 
it with a ſhower of tears, when I heard 
a deep ſigh in my chamber. 

I ſtarted ; but faw nothing. I aroſe 
from my ſupplicating attitude, and would 
have laid the maſk upon my pillow, but 
had no longer power to move; my feet 
ſeemed rooted to the ſpot; my hands 
were chilled by the cold fragment which 
they graſped ; and the pulſes of my brain, 
to me, beat audibly. The Caſtle clock 
ſtruck twelve: each diſtinct vibration 
ſeemed to ſmite my heart, while I ex- 
pected every inſtant to ſee the pale viſion 
of my departed mother, 


« O God!” 
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« O God!”-exclaimed I with a tre- 


mulous voice, * ſuſtain my fortitude, or 
my ſenſes will forſake me. And thou, 
my angel parent !—" 
Another ſigh I heard arreſted my 
voice, and I ſunk proſtrate on the carpet. 
The concuſſion ſhook the library over 
which I fell; and in a few moments 
Lord Denmore burſt into my chamber. 
I was ſenſible of his approach; but I had 
not power to ſpeak : he raiſed me: the 
ſhattered parts of the buſt which lay ou 
the table, and the maſk, which my han 
ſtill held with a convulſive eagerneſs, Ic 
him to ſuppoſe that my terrors were ex- 
cited by the accident of breaking it. 
« Ah, Gertrude!“ ſaid he, „“ what have 
you done? This buſt was the reſem— 
blance of—” 
« My mother!“ interrupted I with 
frantic energy. Lord Denmore fixc« 
his dark and exploring eyes upon me. 
« God of mercies!” exclaimed he, 
9 « who 
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cc who told you ſo?” I leant upon his 
ſhoulder, and my whole frame ſhook, 
almoſt to annihilation. His features 
were ghaſtly ; his limbs trembled ; his 
looks were wild and haggard. The 
chamber was gloomy ; the light, burnt 
to the ſocket, quivered feebly. . The 
ſighs which I had heard, the pale re- 
ſemblance of my mother, the damp cold 
hand with which Lord Denmore held 
my arm, the hour of midnight, and the 
caſtle clock marking the quarter with 
one ſolitary vibration, took from me 
every power of reflection, and I ſhricked 
as I hid my face upon his boſom. 

He ſunk upon his knee, for he had 
not ſtrength to ſupport me: «©. Ah, my 
Gertrude!“ ſaid he, folding me to his 
heart: « 2rouſe, exert yourſelf, call rea- 
ſon to your aid; ſpeak! ſpeak, my 
darling Gertrude! At this moment 
the door flew open, and Mr, Aſhgrove 
entered the chamber. 

VOL. Iv. N e My 


by * 8 
= 4 4 — — * 24 
— 4 — — - 4 A 
— — = 
x — * 4 
AS + dy 


** 
— Ve ten 2 IE ASE 
- 
a — 


— 5 
— mea 


— — 


266 THE FALSE FRIEND, 

« My Lord, deſiſt,” ſaid he, „ or 
this ſword Thall pierce your heart!“ I 
ventured to look towards him : his face 
was ſtrongly marked with rage and in- 
dignation ; his feelings were depicted in 
every lineament. Lord Denmore raiſcd 
mes © Fear not, my beloved Ger- 
trude,” ſaid he; © fear not: my life 
has long been irkſome to me ; and that 
being who would rid me of it, would be 
my friend!” Then ſpeaking to Mr. 
Aſngrove, he added: © Return to your 
chamber; in a few hours your doubts 
ſhall be removed, your feelings ſatisfied: 
but have a care how you irritate me 
farther ; for theſe are inſults, which it 
would be infamy to bear. Remember, 
we have already had a rencontre—the 
ſecond muſt end the conteſt, for one 
of us ſhall periſh.” 

Lord Denmore waited with ſtern com- 
poſure for Mr. Aſhgrove's anſwer. Af 


ter a pauſe of ſome moments, © Agrecd 
{aid 
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ſaid Edward—* Twelve hours ſhall 
end the conteſt; and it ſhall be, in the 
full acceptation of the word, deciſive.” 
So ſaying he quitted the room. Lord 
Denmore again preſſed me to his heart, 
conjured me to compoſe my mind, and 
left me. 

I paſſed the hours from day-break in 
writing; and though exhauſted, faint, 
and ſickening with overwhelming ſor- 
rows, I am preparing to viſit the ſtran- 
ger's lodging, to demand an explana- 
tion, and then to await the hour which 
ſhall decide Lord Denmore's fate, and 
mine, Frances, farewell. 
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LETTER CV. 


The Same to the Same. 


Sept. 26, 1797. 


I Have been at the ſtranger's lodgings. 
He departed ſoon after day-break, firſt 
preſenting the family a bank-note of 
twenty pounds for his few day's conceal- 
ment, What can it mean? He muſt 
have been, as I conjectured, employed by 
Mr. Somerton for the moſt abandoned 
purpoſe. I will think of it no more: 1 
will not buſy my diſtracted brain by de- 
luſive fancies, while the dreadful certitude 
of accumulating grief demands my re- 
ſiſtance. 

Every thing I hear and fee ſeems in- 
explicable! Lord Denmore and Mr. 
Aſhgrove have paſſed the whole morn- 

ing 
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ing together : they are evidently friends. 
How am I to interpret this ſudden 


change, this extraordinary reconcihation ? | 


At all events, I thank Heaven that 
Lord Denmore is fafe—! I am inter- 
rupted. 

It was Patty with a letter from Mrs. 
Walters: I incloſe it, and for a ſhort 
period bid you farewell. 


(The incloſed Letter.) 


Mrs. WALTERS fo GERTRUDE. 


Manor-Houſe, Sept. 24, 1797. 

I TAKE the firſt opportunity, my dear 
Miſs Gertrude, to let you know what has 
happened; and I am ſure that you will 
think with me, that the wickedneſs of this 
world is become intolerable. But not 
to keep you in ſuſpenſe, I inform you, 
that the whole country is in an uproar, 
"M4 and 
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and that every body cries ſhame at ſuch 
abominable conduct. 

To be ſure there never was any thing 
equal'to it ! Some ſay one was to blame, 
and ſome ſay another; but all agree in 
condemning both parties. 

What think you, Miſs Gertrude ? 
For my part, I have no patience, What 
times do we live in, when ſuch ſcanda- 
lous doings, ſuch ſhame-faced conduct, 
ſhould be permitted to put modeſty out of 
countenance ! But not to keep you wait- 
ing any longer, it happened only yeſter- 
day—Lord have mercy ! How people 
do talk! All the young damſels are 
bluſhing like any thing, and all the 
ſaucy youngſters in the neighbourhood 
are laughing and ſnickering, and making 
their jokes; ſo that I am afraid to ſhew 
my face left I ſhould hear ſome of their 
impudent ribaldry.—But J have loſt the 
thread of my ſtory.— Only laſt night! 
Who would have believed it? I am ſure 

I never 
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I never gave ear to any of the wicked 
reports which old goſſips told me; I 
thought that it was nothing but ſcandal— 
and I ſhall be laughed at for the reſt of 
my days, for being leſs wiſe than my 
neighbours. But, to go on, 

The clock had juſt ſtruck ten; the 
parſon's daughter had been gone about 
an hour, after reading one of the Doctor's 
new ſermons, as fine a diſcourſe as ever 
was penned ; when lo, and behold, in 
comes one of our hinds, and ups and 
tells us the whole ſtory! I thought ve- 
rily I ſhould have ſwooned ; though the 
impudent varlet laughed in my face, and 
told me it was all the faſhion with people 
of quality, and that nothing but old- 
maidiſh frumps cared a ſtraw about it : 
ſo I turned the impudent knave out of 
the room, and began to write this epiſ- 
tle, which I-hope you will receive ſafe 
and in good health. 
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Since my Lady Arcot and Mr. So- 
merton ſet off, my Lord has been as 
unkid as an owl. I went over to the 
Hall this morning, and found things all 
at ſixes and ſevens; my Lord almoſt 
beſide himſelf, and my Lady gone, ſure 
enough! My maſter went over to the 
Hall as ſoon as you left the Manor- 
houſe; and there he has been nurſed and 
brought about, as God would have it, to 
cuckold my Lord—and all that—which 
I have not the face to tell you. Where 
they are jaunted off to nobody knows ; 
but every body thinks they are gone for 
no good purpoſe. God bleſs you, my m 


dear Miſs Gertrude, and keep you from | £1 
ſuch wicked ways, and protect you. | nc 
th 


From your humble ſervant, 
DoroTHy WALTERS, 
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LETTER Cl. 


GERTRUDE f FRANCES. 


Sept. 28, 1797. 
I am this inſtant returned from the Par- 
ſonage, I fear, eternally deprived of the 
good Rector's friendſhip. Alas, Fran- 
ces! the perſecuting demon which go- 
verns my deſtiny will never quit its prey 
while my boſom 1s warmed by vitality. 
On entering the Parſonage, I read my 
misfortune in the features of my miſ- 
guided friends. My proud heart would 
not permit me to inquire the cauſe of 
the coldneſs I experienced, though its 
E conjectures interpreted the effects. Mr. 
E Pew, whoſe boſom is replete with every 
thing that is honourable to humanity, 
& aroſe as I approached him; and with a 
© countenance of ſorrow, with tears guſh- 


N 5 ing 
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ing from his eyes, inarticulately addreſſed 
me's-- | 

« I can readily gueſs the motive of 
your viſit: you are baniſhed from the 
Caſtle : you have loſt the protection of 
Lord Denmore. I grieve to ſee you ſo 
ſituated, my dear child ; and even at the 
peril of my Lord's diſpleaſure, I am ready 
to receive you.” He paſſed his hand 
over his eyes; while Mrs, Pew, who fat 
mute and earneſtly attentive, ſighed as if 
her heart were breaking. 

cc Alack!” continued the Rector, 
be we are but frail and feeble creatures, 
It is the taſk of benevolent minds to look 
with pity on the miſguided. Religion 
tells us to compaſſionate the child of er- 
ror; and Nature pleads ſtrongly for the 
ſad and unprotected. Come then to my 
home, forlorn but ſtill dear child of ſor-— 
row : come and be happy.” Mrs. Pev 
took my hand: the Rector reached me 


a chair, I looked alternately at them; 
9 and 
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and my heart felt its circulation chilled 
to the very centre. I took my eat. 
Mrs. Pew, with a tone mild and conſol- 
ing, bade me have courage, Her ſmile 
was evidently blended with a caſt of me- 
lancholy, which pierced my boſom by 
the ſtrong power of ſympathy ; while I 
kiſſed her cheek, but had not courage 
to addreſs her. 

She roſe and led me towards the gar- 
den. © You are too much diſtreſſed to 
peak, my love,” ſaid ſhe mildly : “ per- 
haps a walk will revive your ſpirits.” I 
bent my head, and we proceeded along 
the garden-path, towards the church- 
yard, Atthat moment my eyes met the 


monument of the Denmore family. 1 
ſhuddered. * We will look at the beau- 


tiful tablet which my Lord has placed 


over the vault, to the memory of his 
wife,” continued Mrs. Pew. 
= © Bleſſed be her repentant ſpirit!“ 
© fighed the Rector. | 

; N 6 I looked 
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I looked towards the mauſoleum. 
Upon a white marble tablet I read the 
name and age of Lady Denmore. The 
inſcription was Latin ; but it was the laſt 
tribute of regret, inſcribed by a forgiv- 
ing philanthropic mind, to the memory 
of a lovely but miſguided victim. He 
gave not her withered form to an ob- 
ſcure grave. He denied not a long and 
laſt aſylum to that heart, which was frozen 
by the inevitable touch, that from feel- 
ing minds obliterates the impreſſion of 
paſt wrongs, while it calls forth the tear 
of pity and forgiveneſs. No falſe de- 
grading pride, no fell vindictive ſpirit 
reigned in his boſom : he felt her laſt 
ſigh, compunction- prompted, vibrate on 
his heart: he refuſed not to mingle his 
duſt with her's, when the emancipated 
ſoul had paſſed the gulph which leads 
from life to death; from contrite ſor- 

row, to eternal happineſs, 


With 


* * T a. ” * ” ** = " 
II CI cons * TEE, RY ape os W You ds FE l a " _ 
c . Cr 2 


I 
bs... 
6 
Y 
5 
. 
Y 
2 
* 
1 


THE FALSE FRIEND. 277 


With a mixture of regret and admi- 
ration, I ſtood for ſome time near the 
monument. My eyes then turned to- 
wards the Caſtle, where Lady Denmore 
once bloomed, the faireſt lower in Na- 
ture's variegated garden. Reflection 
ſighed to trace her melancholy progreſs 
from rectitude to diſhonour ; from feli- 
city to anguiſh : yet, while meditation 
pictured the melancholy effects, it ſhud- 
dered at their cauſe. Ambition ! that 
gaudy tyrant, whoſe iron ſceptre, caſed 
in the glittering poiſon, gold, bends even 
the nobleſt natures to its purpoſe ! Am- 
bition ! which perverts the mind, conta- 
minates the heart, allures its vaſſal from 
the paths of rectitude and honour, makes 
reaſon, juſtice, and humanity ſhrink into 
ſhadows ; while it foſters the mean, de- 
grading vice, ſelf-intereſt, even in de- 
fiance of thoſe laws which harmonize 
ſociety. Ah, Frances! in my ſhort but 
reſtleſs journey through the mazes of 


_ exiſtence, 
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exiſtence, I have ſeen wretches pro- 
fane their faith and honour, faſhion 
their principles, betray their friends, 
change their opinions, fawn on the 
baſe, plunder the unwary, and ſet the 
bold intruder, Conſcience, at defiance ; 
and all to gratify a falſe ambition; to 
enjoy for a few ſhort years a viſionary 
ſplendour, which muſt inevitably fade, 
and leave their names to perpetual exe- 
cration. How abje& are fuch beings ! 
How far beneath the pooreſt children of 


independent virtue ! How little do they 
dream that they are the fcorn and ſcoff 


of a reflecting multitude ; that though 
they herd with natures congenial to their 
own, and baſk alike in the ſmiles of for- 
tune and of folly, they are abhorred by the 
enlightened, ſhunned by the liberal, hated 
by the virtuous, and pitted by the wiſe. 
We ſtrolled along the church-yard, 
whoſe cypreſs walk invites the meditat- 


ing wanderer, till the ſun began to fer. 
Though 
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Though the good Rector was almoſt 
uniformly ſilent, I plainly perceived the 
emotions of his ſoul in every feature of 
his countenance. The melancholy which 
impreſſed my mind, at the ſame time 
gave it compoſure : no wild, no tu- 
multuous throbbing ſhook my heart: it 
was ſoftened, harmonized, and tranquil, 
We returned to the Parſonage. On en- 
tering the parlour, Mr. Pew informed 
me that my chamber would be prepared, 
as uſual, for my reception. © Your 
books are ſtill arranged as you left 
them,” faid he; © and here you may fix 
your home.” I ſmiled and thanked 
him, 

« Nay, my dear child, thank me not,” 
interrupted the Rector: * do no more 
than is my duty : my doors are open to 
the houſcleſs wanderer: the means that 
I poſſeſs are only lent me for the pur- 
poſe of conſoling the unhappy : I will be 
a faithful ſteward, till it pleaſes the Om- 

| nipotent 
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nipotent Diſpoſer of events to appoint 
another. 

Convinced that Mr. Pew's converſa- 
tion proceeded from an erroneous opi- 
nion of my motive in viſiting the Parſon- 
age, I now thought it was time to unde- 
ceive him. © From what cauſe do you 
imagine that I ſtand in need of an 
aſylum ?”? ſaid I half-ſmiling. 

cc I have heard it all,” omg the Rector : 
ce we are frail creatures.“ 

« What have you heard ?” interrupted 
I gravely. 

« Of your meeting the unknown vi- 
ſitor, whoſe myſterious conduct has ex- 
cited much conjecture throughout the 

„Whole village.” 

« Is it known that he reſided here?“ 
ſaid I with evident confuſion : “ did you 
ſee him? have you heard his name?“ 

I ſaw him twice,” replied the 
Rector. I met him as he was aſcend- 
ing from the valley: we entered into 

con- 
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converſation : I found his manner pleaſ- 
ing, and his mind cultivated : he ſpoke 
of Lord Denmore, of you, and of him- 
ſelf.” 

« What did he ſay?“ 

« He called himſelf a traveller; a 
citizen of the world,” 


« Did he declare his motive for viſit- 
ing the Caſtle ?” | 


« He did not,” replied the Rector: 


« he dared not ſpeak to me on ſuch a 


ſubject.“ 

« Still you are in error,” ſaid 1: * did 
he not mention his nanie or the place of 
his future deſtination ?” 

« Neither.” 

e Would to Heaven I knew either,” 
ſaid I ſighing. Mr. Pew looked intently 
in my face, and with a ſlight contraction 
of his brow replied; © You are playing 
the hypocrite : you inſult me by this 
ſeeming ignorance : I will hear no more.” 


We were ſtanding near the window ; 
and 
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and as he ſpoke I faw the ſtranger croſs 
the church- yard. There! there he 
goes!” ſaid I; at the fame time darting 
towards the door. The Rector caught 
my arm, and forcibly detaining me, con- 
jured me to reflect, to ſhun the tempter, 
to be prudent,” 

« On him my fate depends,” faid I; 
« and I muſt follow him.” I ſtruggled 
to get free, but Mr. Pew ſtill held my 
arm: „ Conſider what you meditate,” 
ſaid he earneſtly; „remember the un- 
timely fate of Lady Denmore ; put not 
your truſt in the profeſſions of man: he 


will ultimately deceive you.” I was deaf 


to his admonitions, till by a ſtrong effort 
T tore myſelf from him, and ruſhed to- 
wards the garden, The ſtranger had 
diſappeared : I entered the church- yard: 
it was now near the cloſe of twilight: I 
traverſed the cypreſs walk: I meaſured, 
with haſty ſteps, the interſecting paths: 
all was ſolitary, filent, gloomy : I ſhivered 

with 
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with horror: I leaned my folded arms 
upon the Denmore monument: it ſeemed 
to freeze my boſom : I ſtarted from the 
ſpells of melancholy, which began to 
faſten on me; and repaſling the church- 
yard gate, haſtened to the abode of Patty's 
father. There my inquiries proved un- 
ſucceſsful : the ſtranger had not returned, 
and I at length felt hopeleſs, 

IT now bent my way towards the 
Caſtle. Croſſing the park, I met Patty: 
ſhe was in tears: ſhe ſtopped ; bur ſhe 
had not power to ſpeak. I took her 
arm, and inquired the cauſe of her diſ- 
treſs. After a conflict of ſighs and ſob- 
bings, ſhe informed me that ſhe had 
been ſearching for me in every part of 
the Caſtle, in all the avenues of the 
grounds, in the wood, at the root- bridge. 
« Ah, Miſs Gertrude!“ faid ſhe, preſſing 
my hand, and ſhedding a freſh torrent 
of tears, © I thought you had either 
drowned yourſelf, or gone away with 
the 
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the ſtrange gentleman ; and I reproached 
my conſcience, becauſe it was I that told 
him you went every evening to the root- 
bridge.” 

Patty's artleſs confeſſion extorted my 
forgiveneſs. I had not reſolution to con- 
demn her curioſity, when I reflected that 
it originated in her anxiety for my ſafety. 
Encouraged by my complacency, ſhe 
drew from her boſom a ſmall folded 
paper, unſealed, and directed for me with 
a pencil. It was from the ſtranger ; and 
contained theſe words: 

« Motives, at preſent inexplicable, 
« compel me to change the place of my 
« abode: I muſt, nevertheleſs, ſee you 
« again, and that ſpeedily. I charge 
&« you, if you value your own happineſs, 
ce not to determine on any ſtep reſpect- 
« ing marriage, till I have again con- 
ce verſed with you. To-morrow even- 
te ing I ſhall expect you at the corner of 


ce the church-yard facing the meadows. 
« Be 
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«« Be confident: fear nothing: but above 
« all things fail not to meet 
| « The Traveller.” 

c Where did you get this note?“ ſaid 
I eagerly. 

« From the ſtrange gentleman,” re- 
plied Patty: I met him at the root- 
bridge, where I was ſearching after you; 
and he wrote it before me on the ivy 
bench. His hand trembled ſo that he 
could ſcarcely hold the pencil. I am ſure 
he was ſorely grieved about ſomething ; 
for his face was the picture of diſappoint- 
ment. It was a long time before I would 
conſent to take the letter; for I was afraid 
of what might follow : but he aſſured me 
ſolemnly that he was your friend, and 
that he meant no harm whatever.” 

« Did you tell him any thing reſpect- 
ing what has paſſed at the Caſtle ?” ſaid I. 

Patty's face became ſcarlet. 

« Nay, child, confeſs all, and I will 
forgive you,” added I. 
| % Yes, 


+ — &p E "S l 2 „ 355 * - — 
. SES I _ 

£ — RT RO 2 
— we He wn we 32 2 — 
5 * - pr grey” = : — od 

N ws — «4 

: = wa 
_— 
= a+ © = = — 


233 
N ——ñö— — — — 4 — 8 PT RR. - 
4 
4 *% 0 F : 4 
G : m l , 1 . ar of * 2 — 
— 2 
- * — — — - 
4 - : 2 


. * 


„„ tt 36 — 

442 2-4 ws * _ 
- 
- — 


> 


286 THE FALSE FRIEND. 


« Yes, Ma'am, to be ſure I did ven- 
ture to truſt him a little.“ 

« More than a little,” interrupted I. 

« I told him that you was in love 
with my Lord; and that he was going 
to be married to Miſs Stanley; but that 
he had put off the wedding all of a ſud- 
den, nobody knew why.” 

« Did you reveal nothing more?“ 

« Yes, I told him that my Lord was 
very melancholy at times; and that he 

was given to talking to himſelf about 
you; that every ſervant in the family 
thought you were in love with each 
other; and that our old houſekeeper, 
Mrs. Walters, often ſaid ſo, though |] 
was ſworn not to mention it; neither 
will I.” 

« Did you fay any thing elſe ?” Patty 
ſeemed to recollect; and in a few mo- 
ments replied, « O yes, Ma'am ! I told 
him about my finding your picture in the 


library, and throwing it into the brook.” 
& What 
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« What did he ſay in anſwer ?” 

« He ſhook his head; and ſaid, that 
he feared Lord Denmore was a villain.” 

« Well! go on,” ſaid I: * confeſs 
all, and relieve my mind from the ſuſ- 
penſe which tortures it.“ 

« I dare be ſworn you have a great 
deal to anſwer for,” ſaid Patty, ſighing 
deeply. 

% Proceed,” interrupted I : * pro- 
ceed with your ſtory, for I am impa- 
tient.” She continued : 

« Then I told him, that Mr. Aſh- 
grove was come, as the ſervants laid, 
ro court you ; but that upon his finding 
my Lord in your bed-chaniber—” 

« Heavens! did you tell him that?“ 
ſaid I haſtily, 

« To be ſure,” replied Patty: “ like 
you, he deſired me to confeſs every 
thing; as ſo I did; for what ſignified 
concealing what all the family knew.” 


« And 


W oo" 


288 THE FALSE FRIEND. 


« And what ſaid the ſtranger? in- 
quired I with evident trepidation. 

6 Why, he replied, that he could not 
have ſuppoſed Lord Denmore ſuch a 
ſcoundrel ; but that he would hear what 
you ſaid upon the ſubject, and then take 
ſuch ſteps as ſhould ſettle every thing.“ 

« You have ruined me: you have de- 
ſtroyed my hopes for ever,” ſaid I ſternly. 

« God Almighty forbid !” exclaimed 
Patty, changing colour and trembling, 
« ] meant to ſerve you, he knows, by 
telling the gentleman how miſerably you 
paſſed your days and nights at the Caſtle ; 
and as for my Lord, I don't care a pin if 
he turns me out of his ſervice to- morrow ; 
for he is good for nothing but to ruin 
young women, as he has ruined you.” 

« Have a care, child, what you ſay 
upon that ſubject,“ cried I gravely : 
'Lord Denmore is my guardian ;. he has 
never ruined me.” 


« More 
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« More ſhame for him,” ſaid Patty: 
« a fine ſort of a guardian, forſooth, to 
break into your bed-chamber, and to 
behave ſo ſcandalouſly. I told the 
ſtrange gentleman how you ſcreeched ; 
and how you was near going into fits; 
and how Mr. Aſhgrove came with his 
drawn ſword ; and how my Lord hug- 
ged you, and palavered, and tried to coax 
you to be filent; for, to tell you the 
truth, I was all the time in the cloſet.” 

« How dared you liſten to what I was 
doing?“ ſaid I ſternly. 

« Becauſe I was afraid you would 
make away with yourſelf, as you wanted 
to do the other day; ſo I hid, in hopes 
of preventing you; and, God is my 


judge, I thought my heart would burſt 


with ſighing all the while you was talk- 
ing to the broken image; for I believed 
that you was out of your mind, by the 
things you ſaid, and by your Kkiſſing a 
piece of cold clay, One might find 

VOL, IV, 0 ſoincthing 


twice,” ſaid I. 


to come out of the cloſet, and cry with 
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ſomething better than that to kiſs, thinks 
I, but ſome folks have odd fancies, and 
this is one of them.” 

I thought I heard a ſigh once or 


« O you might have heard half a 
ſcore,” interrupted Patty; “ for I never 
was ſo grieved in all my days: I longed 


you.” 

« Well, child,” ſaid I, © it is now too | 
late'to repent.” 

« The more is the pity,” ſighed the 
ſimple girl; © and my Lord ought to be 
hooted out of the village, for taking ad- 
vantage, and getting the better of ſuch 
an innocent young Lady; and ſo I told 
the ſtrange gentleman ; and I thought he 
would have gone out of his wits ; for he 
ſtamped and tore, and put himſelf in 
ſuch a taking! I am ſure I was fo flur- 
ried I could hardly find my way back to 
the Caſtle; and if I had met my Lord, 

8 it 
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it is odds but I ſhould have given it him, 
though he is my betters; for what ſig- 
nifies being put-upon quietly. I don't 
value a Lord no more than the duſt un- 
der my ſhoes, when he forgets himſelf 
and behaves unſeemly : and if he was 
here on this very ſpot, I would tell him 
ſo to his face.” At this moment -we 


heard footſteps approaching. Poor Pat- 


ty, ſuppoſing that it was Lord Denmore, 
ſet off on full ſpeed acroſs the Park ; 
while I, even amid(t all my vexations, 
could not help ſmiling at her vaunted 
ſpirit, which was too volatile not to eva-- 
porate on the approach of danger. 
Frances! farewell. This night I will 
once more meet the traveller : he cannot 
lead me through the deluſive mazes of 
fancy; for my ſoul is caſed in a ſhield, 
formed by the demon of deſpair ; and 
rendered, by repeated trials, impene- 
trable. 


O 2 
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LETTER CVII. 
The Same to the Same. 


Sept. 29, 1797. 


Ma. Aſhgrove's conduct convinces me 
that his proud heart is ſtruggling to re- 
Iinquiſh a purſuit, in which it does not 
hope for the ſmalleſt degree of recipro- 
city. How much do I envy thoſe rea- 
ſoning, philoſophic minds, which can 
methodize the impulſes of paſſion by the 
cold medium of prudential forethought ! 
Can beings who really love, collect, exa- 
mine, diſcriminate, and reject, as p10- 
priety and telf-jpreſervation ſhall prompt 
them! Ah, Frances! if the paſſions of 
the human heart can be taught ſubjection: 
if the pure ſenſations of exalted minds 
are to be ſyſtemized into coldnels, happy 
is the Anchoret who vegetates in ſoli— 
tude; 
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tude; who beholds the ſun riſe on his 
hovel, without one promiſed joy to mark 
its journey; and who watches its laſt 
receding luſtre, unconſcious of reproof, 
unwearied by diſappointment. 

Why? O why was I not formed of 
that ſtubborn clay, which could reſiſt im- 
preſſions that debaſe me? Why was that 
ſenſitive compound, which 1s the ſource 
of vitality, expoſed to pangs that even a 
Stoic's breaſt would ſhrink from? Reli- 
gion tells us, that we are chaftiſed for ſome 
unknown purpoſe; and that our reward will 
be proportionate to our ſubmiſſion. Ah, 
Frances! if I have deſerved the puniſh- 
ment that has been unceaſingly inflicted, 
why do I behold wretches, tenfold deep 
in crimes, exulting, proſperous, and 
happy? Let the theologian ſolve this 
problem. I fear it is undefinable. Rea- 
ſon ſhrinks while it attempts to explore 
the myſtery; and, as long as it continues 
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inexplicable, the poiſon of ſcepticiſm will 
never be extirpated. 

You will be ſurprized at this calmly 
reaſoning language from me, at a period 
when the clue to my deſtiny is about to be 
unravelled : but this is the moment for 
reflection: this is the epocha when I mult 
prove myſelf either more than what 1 
have hitherto ſeemed; or leſs than what, 
as the pupil of Lord Denmore, I ought 
to be. 

I think it is Rouſſeau who ſays, that 
©« the bravery of battle is mechanical.“ 
If, then, the mind can be wrought to 
bear up againſt the dangers of annihila- 
tion, why can in not be ſelt- ſteeled 
againſt the perils of exiſtence? 

The traveller will probably decide my 
fate. A ſtrange preſentiment thrills 
through my boſom, while I anticipate 
the reſult of our approaching interview. 
He tells me that I am heireſs to a 
ſplendid fortune. If he ſpeaks truth, 


can 
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can the moſt boundleſs wealth enſure me 
happineſs, unleſs I ſhare it with the ob- 
ject of my choice? If he has deceived 
me, he is an impoſtor ; more atrociouſly 
criminal in having awakened hopes 
merely for the pleaſure of deſtroying 
them. 

I have heard, that before a convulſion 
of nature the elements are calm, even to 
profound ſilence. How far the mental 
and the mundane ſyſtem may be ſaid ta 
reſemble each other in this reſpect, I 
will not attempt to examine. A few 
hours, Frances, will ſolve this hypo- 
theſis: a very few hours, or there 1s no 
ſuch actuating power as inſtinct. 

_ Half the day has paſſed in thought. 
I have endeavoured to beguile my mind 
with the charm of prophetic intuition. 
But where 1s the preſcient power which 
can give aſſurance of fortitude in the 
hour of diſappointment? Alas! I have 
been alternately the ſlave of hope and of 
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deſpair; of flattering and appalling pro- 
ſpe&s. How illuſive is the theory of 
philoſophy ! how difficult is the prac- 
tice ! how facile is every mental ac- 
quirement, when placed in competition 
with ſelf-knowledge. 

I will cloſe my letter in a few hours, 


Evening. 

Another note from the traveller. 1 
incloſe it. I tremble at the idea of pro- 
craſlinating our interview. Human for- 
titude hangs on a ſubſtance ſo tenuous, 
that the ſlighteſt breath may ſhake it 
into nothing. Heaven knows if to- 
morrow I ſhall feel that reſiſting ſpirit 
which has to-day ſuſtained me, 

Farewell. I await the trial. 


(The incloſed Letter.) 


«© We muſt not meet till to-morrow. 

& A ſudden repetition of our interview 
© may alarm the vigila ice of thoſe 
« whom, 
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whom, till conviction authorizes re- 
venge, I wiſh to avoid, I alſo think 
it adviſable to change the purpoſed 
ſcene of rendezvous. The church= 
yard path is overlooked by the Par- 
ſonage ; and, by ſome converſation 
which I have had with the Rector, I 
find that his ſuſpicion is awakened. 
« To-morrow at ſun-ſet I will wait 
for you at the entrance of the hazle 
copſe, on the hill-fide. There is a 
ſmall cottage to the left: it is the 
place of my concealment. Remem- 
ber—at ſun-ſet—there you will meet 
«The I ravelier,” 
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LETTER CVIII. 
The Same to the Same. 


October 1, 1797. 
2 o'clock, paſt midnight. 


Lasr evening, according to the travel- 


ler's appointment, I departed at ſun-ſet 
for the hazle copſe on the hill-fide. A 
timid agitation poſſeſſed my mind as J 
croſſed the Park. I felt my boſom ſhud- 
der; and my heart beat convulſively. 
As I opened a gate which led to a nar- 
row Jane, I obſerved a poſt- chaiſe advan- 
cing. It paſſed me. The blinds were 
drawn down; and the poſtillions drove 
with more than common expedition. 
My mind was too intently occupied by 
the promiſed elucidations which the tra- 
veller mentioned, to be diverted by any 
event which I deemed irrelative to that 

maſter- 
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maſter-key, which was to unlock the 
ſecret of my deſtiny. I continued there- 
fore to aſcend the hill, till I came 
within ſight of the ſpot where I had pro- 
miſed to meet the ſtranger. A narrow 
beaten path led to the copſe. The laſt 
tinge of golden light fell upon the yellow 
leaves; and the hum of the night-beetle 
met my ear in every direction. On one 
ſide, . the horizon was glowingly va» 
riegated ; on the other, the moon ſhed 
its ſickly beams over a cold and un- 
tinted ſky. As I approached the copſe, 


the notes of the nightingale ſeemed to 


enliven the augmenting gloom, and ta 
pour conſolation as well as courage into 
my boſom. Alas, Frances! none but 
thole who have experienced the very 
acme of ſorrow, can tell what apparently 
unimportant objects have power to ſolace 
even its ſevereſt tumults. There have 
been moments in my life when I have 
been rouſed from deſpondency, or ſooth- 
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ed into repoſe, by the moaning of a ſum- 
mer breeze, the rippling of a rivulet, or 
the buzzing ſongs of thoſe inſect myriads 
which open their minute eyes with the 
morning-ſun, and, as its laſt beam fades, 
cloſe them for ever. | 
When I arrived at the entrance of the 
copſe, it was near the duſk of twilight, 
J had walked flowly ; for my ſtrength 
was conſiderably diminiſhed by my re- 
cent inquietude : I was alſo fearful that, 
while the light rendered diſtant objects 
viſible, the danger of detection might 
prevent the traveller's fulfilling his en- 
gagement. After waiting near a quarter 
of an hour, I heard ſome one approach- 
ing; and concluding that it was the per- 
ſon whom I longed to behold once more, 
I haſtened to meet him: but how ſhall 
I picture the horrors which ſeized my 
mind, when, inſtead of the intereſting, 
the benignant traveller, I beheld Lord 
Arcot. 


« You 
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« You are betrayed, deceived,” ſaid 
his Lordſhip ; “ and nothing leſs than a 
prodigious effort can fave you from de- 
ſtruction. Place yourſelf under my pro- 
tection; haſten to my carriage, which 
waits at the foot of the hill, and leave 
me to encounter the impoſtor.“ 

« Whom do you mean ?” ſaid I, 
trembling and near fainting. 

« You are prodigiouſly inquiſitive,” 
replied Lord Arcot with trepidation : 
« but if you are not capable of knowing 
your own danger, and reſiſting it, I muſt 
take other ſteps for your preſervation ;” 
fo ſaying, he waved his handkerchief, 
which being juſt viſible, proved a ſignal 
for two ſervants to obey : they ruſhed 
from the copſe ; and, as they approached, 


exclaimed, «© My Lord! the villain | 


eſcaped; and, on his entering the wood, 
we loſt ſight of him.” 

Lord Arcot ſeemed almoſt frantic. 
« He muſt be purſued,” faid he in a low 
yoice : 
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voice: © he is a robber and an impoſtor : 
dead or alive, you ſhall have a thouſand 
guineas for taking him. I will meet you 
at the place appointed; and there we will 
ſettle the buſineſs,” Lord Arcot, while 
he ſpoke, ſtill graſped my hand. Terror 
and ſurpriſe had made me liſten in ſilence: 
but on his ſervants diſappearing, my fears 
augmenting, awakened my reſolution; 
and, ſtruggling to get from him, 1 
ſhrieked repeatedly. 

I now heard a voice demanding what 
was the matter; and whence the ſhrieks 
proceeded. Lord Arcot, terrified by the 
approach of an unwelcome intruder, 
ruſhed into the copſe, and in a moment 
Mr. Aſhgrove caught me in his arms; 
at the ſame time inquiring by whom 1 
had been aſſaulted, I could not ſpeak : 
my apprehenſions, my ſurpriſe, over- 
powered me. © Ah, Gertrude!” ex- 
claimed the brave, the generous Ed- 


ward; have I once more the happineſs 
| ol 
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of reſcuing you from inſult? Why, why 
did you venture, at ſuch an hour, to a 
place ſo lonely, ſo convenient for a vil- 


lain's purpoſe ? In whom did you place 


ſuch dangerous confidence?“ 

« know not,” ſaid I, leaning on his 
arm, which entirely ſupported me. 

« Not know !” repeated Edward ſcep- 
tically : * impoſſible ! This is neither a 
time of night, nor a ſituation, which you 
would ſelect to meet a ſtranger: but I 
can eaſily ſatisfy my curioſity, ſince you 
refuſe to tell me,” added Mr. Aſhgrove ; 
« for, not fifty paces off, I paſſed a chaiſe. 
I can learn all I wiſh to know from the 
poſtillions.” I ſtill leant on his arm; and, 
with tottering ſteps, began to re-tread 
the deſcending path. We ſoon reached 


the carriage. Edward, with an authori- 


tative tone, commanded the poſt-boys to 


follow us. They obeyed; and we pro- 
ceeded homeward, 
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On our arrival at the Caſtle, lights 
being brought, Mr. Aſhgrove inſtantly 
perceived, on the pannels of the chaiſe, 
the arms of Lord Arcot. His con- 
ſternation was viſible in every feature : 
but language cannot deſcribe the counte- 
nance of Lord Denmore ; while Lady 
Melcomb maliciouſly exclaimed, “ I 
told you that the woods were infeſted 
with evil ſpirits. The ſentimental wan- 
derer had other temptations in her paths, 
beſide the moon's pale beams, or the 
owls and bats which haunt them.” 

« Is Lord Arcot the favoured rival 
of Mr. Aſhgrove ?” faid Lord Melcomb : 
ce jg age and experienced profligacy to 
win the prize of innocence and youth; 
while manly and liberal boſoms are ſtung 
by a refuſal?“ 

« Such is the faſhion of the time,” 
ſighed Lady Melcomb, as we entered 
the library; © for we daily ſee forward 
romantic girls throwing themſelves into 

the 
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the arms of hoary-headed libertines, who 
are panting for popularity, without even 
a pretenſion to character.“ 

« This is no time for moralizing,” 
interrupted Lord Denmore : * precept 
will not reform the world, while practice 
is ſanctioned by example. Were Lord 
Arcot a thouſand ſhades darker in in— 
famy, while he can bribe by wealth, 
and command by patronage, he will be 
worſhipped by the ſordid, and applauded 
by the baſe: but he ſtill wants one ne- 
ceſſary attendant on villany.“ 

e Courage!“ interrupted Mr. Aſh- 
grove; “ for on my approach he fled.” 

« Let us purſue him!“ cried Lord 
Denmore haſtily. 

« Have you Miſs St. Leger's per- 
miſſion ?” inquired Lady Melcomb. 

« Moſt aſſuredly!“ ſaid I with a ſmile 
that repaid her malevolence. Lord Den- 
more now rang the bell: a ſervant en- 

tered, 
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tered. © Get my piſtols, and load them, 
ſaid he. 

« Mine are ready,” added Mr, Aſh- 
grove, 

« And I will ſtay to guard the 
women,” cried Lord Melcomb. 1 caught 
Lord Denmore's hand as he was quitting, 


the room. 

« Yet hear me,” ſaid I; while my 
voice faltered, and my hand trembled; 
« you mult not, you ſhall not go!” 
I thought ſo!” muttered Lady 
Melcomb. 

Not go!” cried Lord Denmore, 
throwing me from him: © for what rea- 
fon ſhould I ſuffer ſuch an outrage to 
paſs unpuniſhed ? 43s | 
„ So you term it,” ſaid Lady Mel- 
comb; * but perhaps Mils St. Leger is 
of rent opinion.“ 

If ſhe be!” replied my guardian 


ſternly; „let her confe ſs her infamy, and 
6b 2323 follow 
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follow him.” IJ again ſnatched his hand, 
and held him with all my ſtrength. 

« It was not Lord Arcot I went to 
meet: it was—” 

«* Whom?” inquired Lord Denmore 
eagerly. 

« A ſtranger.” 

c By Heavens 'tis falſe !'”” ſaid my 
guardian. 

Indeed, my Lord, it was a ſtranger ; 
a traveller, a dear friend of my dead 
mother's,” 

« His name?“ fan articulated Lord 
Denmore. 

© I know it not, my Lord.“ 

« His condition?“ ; 

“ Of that alſo I am ignorant.” 

«© Where did you firſt ſee him?“ 

At the root-bridge. He had ſome 
intereſting ſecrets to diſcloſe : he had 
awakened my curioſity by ſuch extra- 
ordinary circumſtances : but he deceived 
me.“ 


« In 
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« In what reſpect ?” 

« He told me I was heireſs to a 
ſplendid fortune.” Lord Denmore 
ſtarted, 

* Wonderful!“ exclaimed Lady Mel- 
comb with a ſarcaſtic ſneer : * but evil 
ſpirits are much given to falſchood.” 1 
watched Lord Denmore's countenance : 
it was ſtrongly expreſſive of profound 
reflection ; mingled with ſurpriſe, at 
once ſceptical and exceſſive. After a 
pauſe, which was filled up by grimace 
and geſtures on the part of Lady Mel- 
comb, while Miſs Stanley ſtood mutely 
attentive, Lord Denmore, as if arouſed 
from his reverie, addreſſing Mr. Aſh- 
grove, exclaimed, « By Heavens! 1 
will be ſatisfied. This is either a fabri- 


- Seated tale, formed on conjecture, and 


uttered for the purpoſe of deceit; or 
«© What, my Lord? ſpeak without 
heſitarion !” ſaid I firmly. Lord Den- 


more held his prefſed hands upon his 
boſom 
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bom for a few moments; then, deſiring 
Mr. Aſhgrove to follow. him, ſuddenly 
ruſhed out of the library. I would have 
prevented his departure, but Lady Mel- 
comb detained me. My heart was almoſt 
burſting with the conflicts of hope and 
fear; while Miſs Stanley took my 
hand, and conjured me to compole my 
ſpirits. I threw myſelf on a ſofa, and 
gave way to tears; while Lady Melcomb 
hummed a ſong, and her Lord, taking a 
volume from one of the ſhelves, deli- 
berately began to read. This evident 
mockery of my forrow excited my in- 
dignation. I roſc abruptly ; and quit- 
ting the room, reſolved to ſet out in 
ſearch of Mr. Aſhgrove and Lord Den- 
more. 

Agitated by apprehenſions for my. 
guardian's ſafety ; for even« at this mo- 
ment his image filled my ſoul, excluding 
every other. I haſtened towards the 
ſpot where I had been ſurprized by Lord 

— a; 
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Arcot, and where I had appointed to 
meet the traveller. The light of the 


moon rendered every object diſtin, 
even at a conſiderable diſtance ; and, 


conſcious that the thread of my exiſtence 
hung on the preſervation of Lord Den- 
more, whoſe deſtruction would inevitably 
annihilate me, I was little mindful of my 


ſituation, or of the perils with which it 
was environed: I alſo relied on the daſ- 


tardly nature of Lord Arcot, as a ſecurity 
for my eſcaping farther moleſtation from 
him; and! ſtill reſted a flattering hope 
on the ſtranger's intereſt in my happi- 


As I aſcended the path towards the 
hill, I perceived two men walking haſtily. 
I could faintly hear a humming ſound, as 
they converſed ; and, after I had followed 
them ſome paces, I obſerved them {c- 
parate. One took the road to the vil- 
lage; the other proceeded haſtily to- 


wards the copſe. Fearful of being leſt 
alone, 
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alone, and ſtill anxious to overtake Lord 


Denmore, I ſtood ſtill, undetermined 
what ſtep to purſue. The clear light 
fell upon my figure, and rendered me 
viſible ; for in a few moments, to my 
utter aſtoniſhment, Lord Arcot again 
approached me, from the lane where the 
poſt- boys had been ordered to wait with 
his carriage. 

« Have you ſeen the ſtranger ?” ſaid 
he with evident perturbation, 

« J have not, my Lord! Would to 
Heaven I could !” anſwered I with an 
aſſumed courage. 

&« Will you place yourſelf under my 
protection?“ ſaid Lord Arcot: * will 
convey you to him: he is my friend: 
have confidence in my honour : ſpeak 
quickly, for here your danger is prodi- 
gious!“ 

« am ded the reach of fear, my 
Lord!“ faid I ſternly : * my heart is too 

full 
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full of grief to admit any leſs powerful 
aſſociate.“ 

« The ſtranger whom you wiſh to ſee 
is waiting not far off,” cried Lord Arcot : 
« J only left him five minutes ſince in 
the' meadow leading to the village.” 

« May I believe you?” ſaid I ear- 
neſtly: „are you not again deceiving 
me? 

« By the veracity of a nobleman, I am 
not, replied Lord Arcot, I could with 
difficulty ſuppreſs a ſmile, when I recol- 
ected the conduct of my companion, and 
heard the pledge he gave of his ſincerity. 

« know not what to do: I dare not 
truſt you,“ ſaid | hefitating and alarmed : 
ce and yet I would riſk any thing, lets than 
my honour, to ſee this ſtranger.” 

« You muſt decide quickly!“ inter- 
rupted Lord Arcot in a low voice, and 
looking round him. I raiſed my eyes 
towards the heavens, and fervently ex- 
claimed, O God! hear and protcct 

me! 
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me! The energetic tone in which I 
ſpoke reached Mr. Aſhgrove, who was 
at no great diſtance, He flew towards 
us; and ſeizing Lord Arcot, preſented a 
piſtol to hrs breaſt. « Attempt no reſiſt- 
ance, my Lord!“ ſaid he, “ or you in- 
ſtantly periſn!“ 

Horror- ſtruck, and ſcarcely conſcious 
of what I was doing, I ſhrieked ve- 
hemently. My guardian now ruſhed 
from the copſe, and afliſted in ſecuring 
the terrified Lord Arcot, whole whole 
frame ſhook convulſively. Leave this 
ruffian to me,” ſaid Edward: © he will 
not dare attempt to eſcape. Do you, 


Lord Denmore, take charge of Miſs St. 


Leger.“ I endeavoured to ſpeak, but 
articulation was arreſted; and I ſup- 
ported myſelf on my guardian's arm, 
overpowered by agitation, 
I watched Lord Arcot and Mr. Aſh- 
grove till they were out of ſight. 
vol. IV, P © Exert 
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e Exert your fortitude,” ſaid Lord 
Denmore : © you have eſcaped the ma- 
chinations of a villain: your childiſh 
credulity has expoſed you to the inſults 
.you have experienced, and nothing leſs 
than a miracle could have ſnatched you 
from deſtruction; for, only a few minutes 
ſince, I heard two ruffians, on the border 
of the wood, converſing: their language 
proved they were aſſaſſins, placed there 
for ſome infernal purpoſe.” 
ct Aſſaſſins! Oh, merciful Powers!“ 
ſaid I: „ whom did they wait for?“ 
„ They mentioned no name: but 
one of the ſcoundrels remonſtrated on 
the act he was bribed to perform.“ —“ I 
fear that we ſhall be detected,“ ſaid he; 
cc for if he is armed, murder will enſue; 
and no good is meant by the large ſum 
which we are promiſed ; beſides, we 
ſhould have touched before we ſwore to 
take; for if we do the thing, and then 
| demand 
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demand our reward, ſuppoſing he refuſes, 
who will believe our ſtory ?”' 

c O!” cried the other, © my Lord 
is too honourable to break his word; and 
if he does, we can always turn evidence, 
and blow him up.” 

« Suppoſe we tell the perſon, and ſay 
he eſcaped: we ſhall ſave ourſelves, and 
get a double reward into the bargain,” 
interrupted the other; © for the plot is 
enough to ſettle my Lord's buſineſs, whe- 
ther it ſucceeds or not: and as character 
is a valuable thing, thoſe who have not a 
right to it, mult purchaſe it at any price; 


or what will become of ſuch men as my 
Lord Arcot?“ 


ce As ſoon as I received this corrobora- 
tion of what I ſuſpected,” continued Lord 
Denmore, I reſolved on ſurpriſing 
them; and taking the ſhort path along 
the meadow towards the ſpot where I 
had ſtationed Mr. Aſhgrove, I heard 
your voice : but this is neither a time 
P 2 nor 


— = 


—ꝛů— —̃ — 
fad | —_ 

OP] \ - 

pe 6 - = . — 


be * - - ” 
. 7 2 Pr 
. _ uk » 
- 922 — — — — — _— 
2 — as 
— 
* - 2 - — 


3 


I = Ma - + 
LAS — 
— o _ 7 
— * 


— „ p 


N 
74 
i 4b 
' 
v7 
9 
1 
hk 
Te 
Da. A 
0 * 
i 
4 
* 
2 
4 
7? = 
a 
Y : 
Lis} 
1 y 
.. | 
15 
* 
| : 
2. 8. 3 
*4; 
* o 
, 


316 THE FALSE FRIEND/ 


nor place for farther converſation : re- 
turn with me to the Caſtle.” The moon 
was nearly obſcured by a thick cloud, 
and a ſhower began to fall: Lord Den- 
more continued: 

« We ſhall ſoon be in total obſcurity; 
and darkneſs will favour the deſign of 
thoſe villains, who probably are till 
lurking at their rendezvous, As he 
*poke, a ſudden gloom nearly involved 
every object: the ſhower increaſed to a 
torrent of rain and hail: the wind roſe 
keen, and whiſtled ſhrilly ; and, to aug- 
ment my terror, a ſtern voice ſoon at- 
ter inquired, « Who paſſes ?” 

Without waiting for our anſwer, two 
men ruſhed forward. Lord Denmore 
diſcharged a piſtol: one of the villains 
inſtantly ran off; the other, being ſlightly 
wounded, fell on his knees and begged 
for mercy. 

« Spare my life, and I will confeſs all I 


know!“ cried he with a tremulous voice. 
| cc Oh : 
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« Oh, Lord Denmore, ſpare the 
guilty wretch !” ſaid J. 

cc Are you armed?” cried my 
guardian, holding the other piſtol to 
his head. 

« Not againſt you, my Lord!“ re- 
plied the villain. As he ſpoke we heard 
footſteps, Lord Denmore, concluding 
that the accomplice was returning, pre- 
pared for his reception. I now felt arms 
encircling me. I ſhrieked. My guard- 
ian fired his ſecond piſtol: and a voice 
whiſpered, *<* Shall I deſtroy him?” It 
was the voice of the traveller. 

Lord Denmore now commanded him 
to ſurrender : * do not want your life; 


I only wiſh to have your evidence," 


ſaid he. 


perdition !” replied the ſtranger. 
Then come with me to the Caſtle !” 

cried Lord Denmore, ſtill holding the 

wounded ruffian. My Lord!” ſaid 


P 3 he, 


« And you ſhall have it, to your own. 
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he, „“ you need not exert your ſtrength, 
for I am my wounded, and ready to 
attend you.“ 

We proceeded towards the Caſtle. 
Lord Denmore led the aſſaſſin by the 
collar: the ſtranger walked beſide us. In 
the Park we met Mr. Aſhgrove : I took 
his arm; and in a few minutes we reached 
the portico. My guardian conducted 
the wounded priſoner acroſs the hall into 
the library; while Mr. Aſhgrove en- 
tered another apartment with the travel- 
ler; faying to Lord Denmore, We 
will interrogate the ſcoundrels ſepa- 
- rately.” I knew not what to do: my 
inclinations were bewildered by per- 
plexity : I longed to hear the examina- 
tion of the traveller, with a full confi- 
dence that he would be acquitted; for 
his behaviour towards me had been ſo 
delicately decorous, when I had met him, 
at times and in places where opportunity 
might have authorized inſult, that he had 

- | ſirongly 
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ſtrongly impreſſed my mind with a pre- 
jucdice in his favour, 

I ſtopped for a moment to decide: 
but I had never ſeen the wounded 
aſſaſſin: the traveller I knew by ſight; 
curioſity was therefore blunted with re- 
ſpe& to the latter, while it was rendered 
doubly keen to hear and to ſee the 
former. I entered the library. “ Con- 
feſs all you know,” ſaid Lord Denmore; 
cc and I promiſe to liberate you imme- 
diately. What was the motive for your 
conduct ?” 

« To ſecure a perſon, of whoſe name 
and condition we were ignorant,” ſaid 
the trembling culprit. 

For what purpoſe ?” inquired Lord 
Denmore. The priſoner heſitated. 

« To aſſaſſinate him!“ continued my 
guardian ſternly. 

« Not abſolutely to commit murder,“ 
replied the culprit : © but in caſe of re- 
fiſtance, to fave ourſelves. The law 
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would authorize the death of any man, 
in a Caſe of ſelf-defence.” 

„ This is what you may call legal 
provocation, and juſt reſentment ; but I 
conlider it as a conſpiracy to murder!“ 
'Fhe energetic tone of Lord Denmore's 
voice, while he pronounced theſe words, 
alarmed the villain, and he replied: 

. « I fee, my Lord! that you are not 
to be deceived; therefore you ſhall 
know all. We were employed by Lord 
 Arcot to way-lay and to huſtle a perſon 
whom he had ſworn to chaſtiſe, Our 
taſk was not to end there; for we had 
engaged to bind him, and to leave him 
in the wood on the hill-ſide.“ 

« can imagine the reſt,” interrupted 
my guardian, ſhuddering : * Lord Ar- 
cot would have completed the infernal 
plan; and yet I cannot gueſs his motive 
for ſuch an outrage.” 

«« Then you are dull indeed, my 
Lord!” cried Lady Melcomb ; “ for, to 


the 
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the moſt ſuperficial obſerver it appears, 
that this unknown wanderer was a Jover 
of Miſs St. Leger's, and conſequently a 
rival of Lord Arcot's.” 

« Fo a ſuperficial obſerver it does 
appear fo,” ſaid Miſs Stanley: “ but I 
truſt that Lord Denmore's depth of pe- 
netration will draw forth a more pro- 
found reaſon.” Lady Melcomb, who 
bad juſt ſenſe ſufficient to know when 
ſhe was the object of ſarcaſm, glanced 
indignantly at her amiable monitreſs, 
but uttered not a ſyllable. 

« Now,” ſaid Lord Denmore, ©« we 
will examine this knave's accomplice ; 
perhaps he will elucidate the plot more 


fully ;?” ſo ſaying, he rang the bell; and 
a ſervant, who was waiting at the ae 


inſtantly entered. 
% Defire Mr. Aſhgrove and his pri- 
ſoner to come here,” ſaid my guardian. 

In a moment they appeared before us, 
T he ſtranger held one hand before his 
7 5 face; 
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face; the other was in his boſom. On 
ſeeing his figure, the culprit, already ex- 
amined, ſtarted ; at the ſame time ex- 
claiming, © Oh, God! the perſon we 
were in ſearch of! the object of Lord 
Arcot's vengeance!““ As he ſpoke, the 
traveller drew his hand from before his 
face, and looked earneſtly at Lord Den- 
more; who, without uttering a ſyllable, 
fell on the carpet 

The conſternation which this ſudden 
event occaſioned was undeſcribable, 

« Oh Heavens, Sir!“ ſaid I; «© Who 
are you?“ 

„ Defire Lord Arcot to appear, and 
he will tell you,” replied the ſtranger 
'gravely, and with a countenance un- 
moved. | 

« That I will undertake,” ſaid Mr. 
Aſhgrove, darting out of the library. 

But Oh, Frances! in a moment he re- 
turned with a countenance of horror: 
« Lord Arcot is dead!” cried he: I 

found 
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found him in the ſaloon, bathed in his 


”YY 


own blood—a poniard —— 

Miſs Stanley ſhrieked and frinted, 
The ſenſibility of her ſoul felt for the 
dreadful fate of even a divorced huſband, 
The traveller requeſted permiſſion to 
"depart: © I have a lodging in the vil- 
lage, ſaid he; “ and when Lord Den- 
more is prepared to ſce me, he will find 
me at the yellow cottage, near the ſum- 
mit of the hill.” The mild yet manly 
demeanour which he diſplayed; the firm 
yet unaſſuming tone of voice in which he 
ſpoke; added to a figure prepoſſeſſing, 
manners the molt poliſhed, and a coun- 
tenance open and benignant, took from 
every hearer's mind the fainteſt ſhadow 
of ſuſpicion, when the ſuborned conſpi- 
rator, falling on his knees, caught his hand, 
and earneſtly entreated his forgiveneſs. 

« Lord Arcot's blood has ſcaled your 
pardon,” ſaid the traveller. He now 


bowed and left us. | 
| Pp 6 My 
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My guardian's ſituation, and the dread- 
ful deed which terminated Lord Arcot's 
guilty life, divided our attention. My 
boſotn, Frances! throbbed with anxiety 
for the former, at the ſame moment that 
it thrilled with horror, when I reflected 
on the precipitation with which the lat- 
ter had plunged into eternity, even at a 
moment when his ſoul, already charged 
with an infinity of crimes, was blackened 
with premeditated murder. The idea 
was terrible! and the magnitude of its 
power over the feeling mind, wrapped 
every beholder in gloomy meditation. 

Lord Denmore was led to his cham- 
ber in a ſtate of mental ſtupor, which 
threw a benumbing ſpell over his ſenſes. 
He looked around him with a vacant 
aſpect, which beſpoke a derangement of 
intellect dreadful to contemplate ; and 
the laſt words which he uttered as he 
quitted the library were, ©« Unhappy 
Gertrude! I attended him to the door 
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of his chamber ; and when his ſervant 
cloſed it, I fancied it was the entrance of 
a ſepulchre, which he was doomed never 
to re- paſs again. 

J retired to my own apartment. I 
employed the midnight-hour, before the 
buſt of Lord Denmore, in writing this 
long letter: and it is juſt at the approach 
of day-break when I ſubſcribe myſelf 

your affectionate but unhappy Friend. 


LETTER CLE. 
The Same to the Same. 


October 2, 1797. 


Tas morning, as ſoon as I had cloſed 
my laſt letter, I ſtole from my chamber, 
intending to let myſelf out, and to go 
in ſearch of the traveller, My curioſity 
Was 
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was raiſed to impatience ; and I could 
not reſt franquil while events wore fo 
myſterious an aſpect. The deportment 
and language of my unknown monitor 
preſented ſo much ſuavity of manners, 
at the ſame time inſpiring ſuch thorough 
confidence in his truth and integrity, that 
I reſolved once more to ſee him, and to 
ſolicit an explanation of his conduct. 
For this purpoſe, I embraced a mo- 
ment when the Caſtle was perfectly ſtill, 
The dawn had juſt began to appear, and 
the thick atmoſphere caft a cold gloom 
on every object. The whole night had 
been ſtormy, and the wind made the old 
turrets ſhake, while the long caſements 
rattled in every direction. As I paſſed 
Lord Denmore's chamber, I ſtopped to 
liſten. My heart beat high; and my ap- 
prehenſions were conſiderably increafed 
by the profound ſilence which reigned 
within, After I had waited a few mo- 


ments, I heard the lock gently turned; 
and, 
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and, concealing myſelf in a receſs on the 
landing-place, I ſaw Miſs Stanley, with 
Patty, quitting the apartment. They 
were both in tears. I followed them up 
ſtairs to the ſecond floor of the Caſtle, 
and inquired how my guardian had 
paſſed the night, 

« Alas, Gertrude !” faid Miſs angles, 
« jt is in vain to oppoſe the decrees of 
deſtiny :Mhe attachments of the heart are 
not to be ſubdued; and it is evident that 
you are the object of Lord Denmore's 
affections. He has, even in his preſent 
ſtate of mind, talked of you inceſſantly.” 
I liſtened with that attention which 
proved how gratifying ſuch intelligence 
was to my feelings. I could have flown 
to his chamber, and upon my knees have 


bleſſed him for remembering a forlorn 


and ill-fated being, who had at that pe- 
riod ſcarcely a viſionary hope to ſolace 
her afflictions. 
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Gertrude!“ continued Miſs Stanley, 
« I ſhall quit the Caſtle the moment 
that Lord Denmore is convaleſcent. I 
will no longer accept attentions which 
originated in pique ; conſcious that he 
propoſed an union with me at a time 
when he was miſguided by a tranſient 
reſentment, He now finds himiclf 
bound by the ftrong impulſe of honour- 
able feeling : he fancies that his integrity 
would be ſullied by a deviation from 
thoſe laws which ſociety firſt eſtabliſhed, 
and which a dread of the world's cenſure 
has rendered permanent: but it is my 
duty to relcaſe him from engagements 
in which his heart was never conſulted : 
engagements, prompted by an opinion 
at once falſe and injurious to your feli- 
city.” She held my hand while ſhe 
ſpoke ; and her features, though they 
retained nothing of their characteriſtic 
vivaciry, were ſoftened into a benignant 
_ expreſſion, which ſcothed and penetrated 


the 
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the heart. After a ſilence of ſome mi- 
nutes, ſhe again addreſſed me: 

« I conjure you,” ſaid ſhe with a 
deep-drawn ſigh; © I conjure you to 
tranquillize your ſoul: you have many 
trials yet to encounter: this ſtranger's 
viſit fills my mind with a variety of con- 
jectures. At all events, Lord Denmore's 
preſent ſtate of health will not admit of 
any explanatory interview: you have 
only to evince patience and fortitude,” 
She ſeemed faint and exhauſted ; ſhe 
embraced me kindly; and, after an 
ineffectual effort to reply, I quitted the 
apartment. 

I again haſtened towards the hall. All 
there was ſilent as the grave. The wea- 
ther continued tempeſtuous, and the rain 
poured in torrents: my footſteps ſeemed 
to echo as I trod the marble pavement ; 
and with caution I unfaſtened the hall- 
door which led to the portico; the cur- 
rent of wind which entered, forced open 
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that of the ſaloon, where the corpſe of 
Lord Arcot remained, as it was found, 
upon the ſofa. The ſhutters were nearly 
cloſed ; but they admitted light ſuffi- 
eient to preſent the terrifying object, 
exactly 'oppoſite the entrance of the 
apartment. While I ſtood, as if petri- 
fied with horror, L heard a rattling noiſe, 
which was followed by a loud knock at 
the door of the portico. At firſt it ſtart- 
led me; but on opening it, I perceived 
Lord Melcomb's chaiſe, with four horſes, 
which waited to convey his Lordſhip 
and Lady Melcomb from the ſcene of 
affliction, | 

The violence of the wind and rain 
made me, for a moment, undecided what 
courſe to take; and while I was ponder- 
ing, anxious to depart, and fearful of re- 
paſſing the door of the ſaloon, | ſaw 
Lord and Lady Melcomb crofling the 
hall, evidently dreſſed for travelling. 


« Adicu, 
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« Adieu, Gertrude !” ſaid Lady Mel- 
comb: © we are going: make our ex- 
cuſes to Lord Denmore and Miſs Stan- 
ley; and aſſure them, that when the 
Caſtle is once more a ſcene of tranquil- 
lity, we ſhall await their ſummons ; but 
as we can be of no ſervice to either, in 
the preſent ſtate of affairs, we think it 
moſt prudent to depart.” They were 
ſtepping into the chaiſe, when Lady 
Melcomb added, Do not forget, child, 
to tell Lord Denmore and Miſs Stanley, 
that it will afford me exquiſite delight to 
hear ſoon that they are married.” The 
Chaiſe drove from the portico; and the 
rain having ſomewhat abated I ſet out 
towards the village. 

The conduct of Lord and Lady Mel- 
comb preſented a finiſhed picture of 
modern friend{hip—that downy phan- 
tom, which hovers round the happy; 
but which, at the approach of ſorrow, 
takes wing, and is ſeen no more. Alas, 

Frances ! 


332 THE FALSE FRIEND, 

Frances! how many of theſe flattering 
viſions have I beheld in my journey of 
fublunary trials! How ſoothing, how de- 
ceptive have I found them! How were 
they dreſſed in ſmiles when Fortune's 
ſunny hour ſhone ſplendid ! and how 
ſuddenly did they vaniſh when the ap- 
proaching ſtorm lowered on my pro- 
ſpecs, | | 
Lady Melcomb's laſt meſſage to 
Lord Denmore fully diſplayed the mean 
and malignant ſpirit which had perpe- 
wally actuated her mind in every thing 
that concerned my happineſs. She had 
never permitted an opportunity to 
eſcape wherein ſne could either humble 
or afflict me. It had uniformly been 
her pleaſure to wound my feelings, by 
inuendoes ſhrewd and ſarcaſtic; or by 
conveying to my ear thoſe little tales of 
envy and ill- nature, which, though they 
cannot ſting the boſom conſcious of in- 


tegrity, afford the contaminated heart a 
ſource 
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. ſource of endleſs triumph: for it has 
ever been, in my opinion, an unequi- 
vocal proof of an infernal nature, to ſeek 
occaſions, by direct or indirect aſſertion, 
to wound, with wanton inhumanity, an 
already lacerated boſom: and yet there 
are beings who, under the maſk of 
friendſhip, ſtrike ſecurely ; and, while 
they aſſume the complacency of ſympa- 
thy, dart their envenomed ſtings to 
humble and to torture. Give me, 
Frances, the friend who will promote 
the harmony of my feelings; who will 
unfold the pleaſing dream of hope to 
my ſickening fancy; and, with the 
caution of philanthropic zeal, keep from 
my knowledge thoſe ills that would al- 
flict me. 

Abſorbed in rumination, I reached 
the yellow cottage which the traveller 
had made his temporary reſidence. The 
caſements were ſtill cloſed ; and in the 
lowly habitation every thing ſeemed 

tranquil, 
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tranquil. The ſtorm had abated; the 
broken clouds diſperſed ; and the ſun 
darted its brilliant rays with more than 
common luſtre. Every thing in the ve- 
getating world ſeemed refreſhed by the 
copious ſhowers which had fallen during 
the night; and even my nearly broken 
heart throbbed with the reſuſcitating 
breath of morning. After waiting near 
Half an hour, as I opened the little gate, 
the traveller came to meet me. His 
countenance was fad ; his mien dejected. 

« Forgive this early intruſion,” ſaid I. 

« Make no apologies,” interrupted he 
with a ſmile of cordiality : « ] wiſhed 
to ſee you; and was going to the Caſtle 
for that purpole.” He took my hand; 
and we entered the cottage, where a 
wood-fire was already kindled, and 
break faſt on the table. The traveller 
reached me a chair; and taking one 
himſelf, we ſeated ourſelves without ut- 


tering another ſyllable, Several minutes 
had 
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elapſed, when my companion re- 
ſumed the converſation. 

« Lord Arcot's death,” ſaid he, “ de- 
mands that I ſhould be explicit. It is 
now near fifteen years ſince a friend of 
mine firſt knew him. Their acquaint- 
ance commenced in Aſia, where they 
were equally favoured by the ſmiles of 
Fortune, On his departure for Eng- 
land, this friend entruſted to his care a 
conſiderable portion of his property : 
not only in remittances of money, but 

in jewels of the higheſt value. By let- 
ters, Which he received the year after 
Lord Arcot's arrival in Europe, he was 
aſſured that his commiſſion had been 
executed with care and punctuality ; 
and that the perſon to whom the trea- 
ſures had been conſigned was grateful 
for them. By every ſafe opportunity 
which preſented itſelf, theſe gifts were 
largely augmented ; till the giver began 
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to wonder at that ſilence, which even in 
a ſtranger would have been culpable.” 

« Does the generous friend ſtill live?“ 
ſaid I. 

« He was alive when J left India,” 
replied the traveller; “ but his conſti- 
tution was much broken by inceſſant 
melancholy: for all the gifts of Fortune 
cannot obliterate the remembrance of 
paſt happineſs, or the conſciouſneſs of 
preſent ſorrow.“ | 

c Why was he unhappy ?” ſaid I. 

« His ſtory may be briefly told,” re- 


plied the traveller. © In early life he 


married: his wife was young and 
beautiful: the union was formed by 
the relatives of both parties; and though 
my friend adored the object of their 
choice, her affections were devoted to 
another. 

« One year had ſcarcely elapſed, af- 
ter their marriage, when, being ordered 
upon foreign ſeryice, Sir William quit- 

| ted 
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ted England, He left his wife then 
pregnant; and the precarious ſlate of 
her health, at that period, furniſhed a 
plauſible excuſe for her refuſing to ac- 
company him. Many an anxious night 
did he wake, and mourn in painful rumi- 
nation: many a day paſſed on, and not 
even a line of remembrance came to in- 
form him of her welfare.” He pauſed, 
and looked earneſtly at me. I ſighed 
in ſympathy with the traveller's ſtory. 
He continued : 

& Sir William's ſervices raiſed him 
high in his profeſſion : and it was on the 
eve of his return to Britain that he re- 
ceived intelligence which nearly com- 
pleted his deſpair. His wife was dead! 
The darling of his hopes was torn from 
his aching heart for ever! 

« Sir William returned to England, 
Every inquiry reſpecting his loſt wife 
proved fruitleſs. She had paſſed her 
days in total ſecluſion ; and the place of 
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her death had been kept a profound 
ſecret. Sir William, by the fortunate 


chance of war, was thought deſerving 


of his country's favour. He was created 
a Knight of the Bath, and appointd to an 
Important ſtation at Bengal, where he firſt 
became acquainted with Lord Arcot.” 

As the ſtranger related the ſorrows of 
his friend, my ſpirits were depreſſed 
almoſt to fainting. He perceived the 
effect which ſympathy produced, and 
would have deferred the concluſion of 
the ſtory till ſome future period; but I 
conjured him to go on. 


« Six years paſſed before Sir William 


heard that ſhortly after his ſeparation 


from his wife, ſhe was delivered of a 
daughter; that the infant was beautiful 


as her departed mother.” The travel- 


ler again pauſed, and ſighed deeply, 
« A report had been circulated that 


Sir William was alſo dead: and every 
inquiry after the ſuppoſed orphan, du- 
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ring ſeveral years, proving unſucceſsful, 
her father at length concluding that he 


had been miſinformed, dropped the pur- 


ſuit; till, four years ſince, he was again 
aſſured that his child was living, and in 
Ireland.” I endeavoured to ſpeak, but 
could not: he proceeded. 

« Lord Arcot was commiſſioned, on 
his return to Europe, to find this darling 
offspring: to place her in a ſituation be- 
coming the rank and fortune of Sir Wil- 
liam; and to unfold to her the ſecret, 
that ſhe had i 2 father. From time 
to time Lord Arcot wrote to India that 
the object of his care was well and 
happy. But, alas! what were her pa- 
rent's ſorrows, when he heard that this 
child of his boſom, this ſource of all his 
anxiety, was the avowed miſtreſs of the 
very man who had been the idol of her 
mother's affections.“ 

« Heavenly Powers!“ exclaimed J. 

2 «C. er!“ 
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« Yes!” added the traveller, graſp- 
ing my wriſt and looking ſternly at me: 
« of The Falſe Friend ! the infamous 
Lord Denmore !” 

I ſhrieked, and fell into the ſtranger's 
arms. During ſeveral moments I had 
not power to look up: but when I ſum- 
moned reſolution, Oh, Frances ! lan- 
guage cannot deſcribe the expreſſion of 
his features: his eyes were full of tears : 
his lips quivered: and his lowering brow 
was covered with the ſtarting drops 
which the agitated brain extracted from 
the heart, I knew not by what title 
to addreſs him, Hope would have 
prompted the dear, the intereſting name 
of father : but fear ſeemed to freeze the 
word upon my tongue, and to Jock its 
powers in ſilence, 

« J behold,” ſaid the traveller, 
« with anguiſh I behold the conflicts 


you are endeavouring to ſubdue, There 
is 
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is no time to loſe in faſtidious ceremony. 
I am authorized to queſtion you without 
relerve; and I demand that unequivocal 
confeſſion which will either give you to 
an anxious parent's longing and eager 
arms, or conſign you, an alien from his 
boſom, to miſery and diſhonour.” 

«© Not to diſbonour! To miſery, to 
ſorrow, to dependence, he may conſign 
me; but diſhonour never ſhall diſgrace 
my name.” 

« To dependence he cannot give 
you. Your fortune is immenſe. You 
poſſeſs it in right of your dead mother, | 
Gertrude St, Leger.” Hs 14 

« Support me, O God!” ſaid I; i] 
« and ſuffer me once to behold this 
dear, this unknown father: he will not, i 
when I throw myſelf into his boſom, caſt = 
me off unheard or unacquitted : he br 
will trace, in my fading features, the re- 4 
ſemblance of my loſt mother: for her 4 
ſake he will love me.“ * 
2X3 | « For if | 
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For your own, Gertrude!“ inter- 
rupted the ſtranger: * he will require 
no ſecondary motive for holding you to 
his heart, if you are ſtill worthy.” 

« Prove me,” ſaid I ; © prove my 
claim to his protection, before I ſee 
him; before I bathe him with tears of 
Joy, of filial fondneſs. Alas, Sir! I have 
long been devoted to misfortune : I have 
been taught to know an orphan's miſery; 
and I fear that the exceſs of happineſs 
will overwhelm my ſenſes,” 

« Heaven forbid !””' ſighed the ſtranger. 

« Then let us fly! let us find him, if 
he ſtill lives!“ ſaid I. 

« He will not acknowledge you till 
you are acquitted ; therefore be confi- 
dent and candid. What are your en- 
gagements to Lord Denmore ?” 

« The bonds of pure and honourable 
love, beſtowed in the voluntary fullneſs 
of my heart, and ſanctioned by the hope 

of poſſeſſing his affections,” 
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* Whence did that hope ariſe ?” 

« From repeated proofs of tenderneſs 
and generoſity : from profeſſions, per- 
ſuaſive as they were correct: from an 
Intereſt too warm, too zealous to be 
miſtaken.” 

« Theſe may be the deluſions of ſelf- 
love,” replied the ſtranger : © the phan- 
toms of youthful vanity : for the diſ- 
tinction which Lord Denmore bears, 
and which ſurpaſſes all the adventitious 
gifts of rank or fortune, is that of an 
honourable and philanthropic nature. 
Theſe rare perfections rendered him 
dear to your father's heart; and though 
he knew that yoar mother loved him, 
almoſt to idolatry, he never harboured 
a thought that could ſtigmatize his name 


with falſehood. He hoped, Gertrude, 


on his return to England, to find his long 
ſevered friend all that he once proved 
him,” 
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« And who has been ſo vile, ſo infa- 
mous, as to interrupt their friendſhip ?”” 

« Lord Arcot !” replied the ſtranger : 
« he reported the dreadful tale which I 
told you: and, by his deſire, I came 
hither to meet him, and to demand an 
explanation. But the plot which Lord 
Arcot had formed againſt my life, and 
the treachery he exemplified in em- 
bezzling your father's property, lead me 
to hope that Lord Denmore has been 
ſlandered. It now only reſts with you to 
prove whether or not he has deceived you.“ 

« That I believed he loved me, is 
unqueſtionable,” anſwered IJ. Here 
is my authority.” I now preſented the 
ſtranger Lord Denmore's letter, which 
I received at the time when Lady Den- 
more was ſuppoſed to have died, in con- 
ſequence of her having ſwallowed poiſon, 
He read it twice attentively “. 


* Fige vol k. p. 86. 
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ce What was Lord Denmore's con- 
duct ſubſequent to this letter: and how 
has he conducted himſelf towards you 
ſince it was written?“ ſaid the ſtranger. 

« Sometimes with affection, border- 
ing on idolatry ; at others with the moſt 
unkind neglect. I have often, in ab- 
ſence, endeavoured to forget him : but 
his returning tenderneſs as frequently re- 
called my heart to endure a new trial of 
its feelings.” 

« Capricious, wanton cruelty !'” ex- 
claimed the ſtranger : * but his tyranny 
ſhall end: his motive ſhall be deve- 
loped: and if he has dared entertain an 
hope derogatory to your honour, or dan- 
gerous to your repoſe, he ſhall not live 
to accomplith it.” | now turned my 
eyes towards the window, from which I 
ſaw Mr. Aſhgrove and Miſs Stanley ap- 
proaching. A little garden at the back 
of the cottage opened to a wood on 
the ſkirts of the village, I bale the 
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ſtranger farewell; and promiſing to be 
with him again at the cloſe of evening, 
haſtened unſeen to the Caſtle. 

I found that Lord Denmore was ſome- 
what more compoſed ; that the powers 
of recollection had returned; and that 
he had written a note to the traveller. 
The perturbed ſtate of my mind may 
eaſily be imagined. You ſhall, never- 
'theleſs, hear from me again ſoon, if I 
am alive, 


LETTER CX. 
Log Dp MELComs fo Miss STANLEY. 


| London, October 3, 1797. 
By letters which J have juſt received 


from the ſea-coaſt, I learn that a veſſel 
A which failed from Yarmouth for Liſbon 
ſome 


ro 
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ſome ſhort time ſince, met with the fol- 
lowing diſaſtrous deſtiny : Three days 
after the paſſengers had loſt ſight of Bri- 
tain they were purſued and attacked by 
a French frigate, The ſuperior force 
of the enemy preſented no hope of eſcap- 
ing; and, after a ſevere conteſt, the 
Engliſh ſhip was preparing to ſurrender : 
the waves ran high, and the wind pre- 
vented the poſſibility of either veſſel 
bearing a ſingle ſail. After rocking be- 
tween a tremendous ſwell of the ſea ; and 
at intervals riſing on the high and roar- 
ing mountains, which almoſt encountered 
the black and tempeſtuous ſky,. on a 
ſudden the crew of the Engliſh ſhip diſ- 


covered that ſhe had taken fire. In a 


few moments the deep and ſtormy ex- 
panſe was viſible, as if the demons of 
revenge conſpired to make the ſcene 
more dreadful, It was now midnight. 
A few of the paſſengers put out the 
boat, and had the good fortune. to reach 

Q6 the 
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the enemy's ſhip, which was at ſome 
_ diſtance. The wind increaſed to an hur- 
ricane : the veſſel burnt with reſiſtleſs 
fury: the white foam was illumined by 
the brightneſs of the flames; and amidſt 
the howling of the elements the cries 
of the unhappy ſufferers were heard 
diſtinftly. On the deck ſtood the 
libertine Somerton, ſupporting on one 
arm the terrified and ſhrieking Lady 
Arcot. An Engliſh officer, who had 
eſcaped from the floating hell, intreated 
permiſſion to venture back, if any of the 
crew would accompany him. Six Bri- 
tiſh ſailors volunteered the enterpriſe. 
The wreck was now one blazing maſs, 
which, governed by the- tempeſtuous 
furge, was borne to whichever point the 
wind directed it. Still they perſevered; 
till, juſt as the boat came within hearing 
of the veſſel, a wide yawning wave en- 
gulphed her: ſhe diſappeared ; and all 
was darkneſs, 


The 
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The ſea now ran mountains high: the 
returning boat laboured with the ſtorm till 
it reached the frigate ; where the crew, 
with that humanity which will never fail 
to attend true courage, by throwing ropes 
to their aſſiſtance, ſaved their gallant 
enemies. One of the paſſengers, pre- 
ſerved in the firſt eſcape, was Mrs. 
Blonzely, who had taken her departure 
for Liſbon under the protection of Lady 


Arcot. From her my correſpondent 


learnt the names and rank of the perſons 
who had periſhed ; and he alſo, at her 
requeſt, diſpatched to me the letter 
which ſo forcibly deſcribes the terrible 
cataſtrophe. 

By the ſame account I alſo find, that 
intelligence of the Engliſh veſſel's having 
failed from Yarmouth was received by 
the captain of the French frigate, from 
Mrs. Ferret, who had long been a [py 
in the enemy's ſervice. Mrs. Blonzely 
ſurvived the terror and fatigue of the 
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diſaſter only a few hours; when her re- 
mains were conſigned to the fathomleſs 
abyſs, where Somerton and Lady Arcot 
had ſunk before her. | 

Lady Melcomb deſired me to give 
you this intelligence ; and at the ſame 
time to aſſure Miſs St. Leger, that ſhe 
ſincerely ſympathizes in her regrets for 
the fate of Mr. Somerton, 


Yours, &c. 
MELCOMsB;. 


LETTER CXI. 
GERTRUDE 70 FRANCES. 


October 4, 1797» 


Ir is impoſſible to deſcribe the anxiety 
of my mind while I await the reſult of 


Lord Denmore's conference with the 
ſtranger, 
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ſtranger. The interval, though per- 
plexed with uncertainties, originating in 
hopes that are perpetually baffled by ap- 
prehenſions, allows time for an infinity 
of reflection. I retrace the intricacy of 


my fate: I am now able to account for 


a variety of events which, till within a 
few days, have appeared wholly inexpli- 
cable. The conſtant perſecutions of 
Mr. Somerton were now evidently the 
effect of his knowledge, that Fortune had 
beſtowed on me her moſt abundant fa- 
vours; a ſecret which, in a moment of 
miſtaken confidence, my guardian had 
repoſed in his boſom : ſo dangerous is it 

for a liberal and ingenuous mind to place 

its peace, its happineſs, in the power of 
thoſe whoſe friendſhip has not been tried 

by that never-failing ordeal, Adverſity. 

I now begin to find that profeſſions of 

eſteem are the mere vapours of imagi- 

nation: that the ſmiles of mankind are 

regulated by that never- failing thermo- 

meter, 
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meter, fortune: that generoſity and diſ- 


intereſted affection are ſeldom rewarded : 


that thoſe beings who may hope for fe- 
licity in this worldly ſcene of ſelfiſh gra- 
tification, muſt ſteel their hearts againſt 
every noble and liberal ſentiment: and 
whether borne down by the torrent of 
misfortune, or wafted on the ſoothing gales 
of proſperity, they muſt forget the claims 
of their fellow- creatures, or ſubmit to be 
the ſcoff of an ill-judging multitude ; the 
dupes of their own feelings ; the unpitied 
examples of a too generous credulity. 

I find by Mr. Aſhgrove's converſa- 
tion, that the wound with which Somer- 
ton languiſhed,, when I ſaw him at the 
manor- houſe, was received from him. 
The libertine then only eſcaped deſtruc- 
tion, becauſe he was reſerved for a more 
awful, a more terrible example of that 
Juſtice, which atrocity like his, however 
ſanctioned by mankind, will ſooner or 
later inevitably exhibit, | 
; Alas, 
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Alas, Frances! how does my heart 
ſhudder when I recolle& the converſa- 
tion which I had with Mrs. Walters 
concerning the then inexplicable lan- 
guage of Lord Denmore; reſpecting 
the ſorrows of Gertrude St. Leger. 
My mother's name was that which I 
bear. Oh Heavens! who knows but 
the murdered angel to whom he hoped 
ſoon to be united for ever, Waoſe fatal 
affection had been the deſtruction of his 
happineſs—who knows, but— 

I dare not think it poſſible—I hould 
deſpair—my brain would madden. 

The pale viſion which in his frantic 
ſorrow he beheld, might ir not have 
been the buſt—the reſemblance of my 
loſt mother? Lt! Oh, Frances! 
there is ſomething prophetic in that 
word. 

This traveller! How buſy is conjec- 
ture | and yet how torturing! I have a 
thouſand times examined the portrait of 

my 
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my father, which I till wear: there is 
not a ſingle trait of the ſtranger's coun- 
tenance; and yet I cannot reſt ſatis fied: 
time and climate may have ſo changed 
him, that the glow of juvenility, having 
yielded to the withering power of ſor- 
row, perhaps leaves the portrait without 
one trace of what he was at the period 
when it was painted. 

I will not indulge ſo flattering a chi- 
mera: I will not ſuffer my aching heart 
even to hope that this traveller, this 


- amiable, this intereſting ſtranger, is my 


father, 
A few hours will elucidate every 


myſtery. I grow feeble with anxiety at 


the moment when I ſhould feel ſtrong in 


| fortitude. Frances! till noon has paſſed 


I bid you farewell. 
| : Evening. 


The traveller met me as he entered 
the Caſtle. Lord Denmore being en- 


aged | in writing, I paſſed a few minutes 
with 
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with him alone in the ſaloon. Oh 
Frances! he is my father! my dear, my 
long loſt, my hitherto unknown parent! 
He has, in confidence, avowed that 
which his generous heart could no longer 
hold a ſecret. I am wild with joy! 1 
am incapable of deſcribing my ſenſa- 
tions! He has enjoined me not to diſ- 
cover What he has told me: and I con- 
clude that his interview with Lord 
Denmore will put a period to all my 
ſorrows, 

Midnight. 

My father paſſed three hours in con- 
verſation with Lord Denmore; and on 
his departure, left the following note for 
me: I was in my chamber with Miſs 
Stanley. 


« Lord Denmore now knows that I 

« was once his friend: and a few hours 
c will decide whether or not he ſtill 
« deſerves that title. T ranquillize your 
« mind, 
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« mind, my deareſt Gertrude, and reſt 
« confident, that you have a parent ſtill, 
« who will either defend your reputa- 

* tion, and reſtore your felicity, or fall 
“ jn the experiment.“ 


A 


I read this laconic note to Miſs Stan- 
ley : ſhe changed colour, and in a few 
moments became pale as aſhes. Ah, 
Frances! if this amiable woman loves 

| Lord Denmore, what a part am I act- 
| ing. She has left me theſe two hours; 
| but I ſhall ſee her again before I ſleep. 


Day-break. 


I have had a long converſation with 
Miſs Stanley. Her words and manner 
were undeſcribably impreſſive: “ You 

muſt not ſoothe your mind with falſe and 
flattering hopes,” ſaid ſhe ; - you de- 
ceive yourſelf: I have queſtioned Lord 
Denmore upon the ſubje& ſince laſt J 
ſaw you; and I know that he can never 


marry you.” : 
« Indeed,“ 
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* Indeed,” ſaid I ſighing, * after his 
engagements to you, he ought not.” 


c I wave my claim upon his heart,“ | 


replied Miſs Stanley: © Indeed that has 
been my determination ever ſince the 
day of my arrival at the Caſtle : but he 
had another prior engagement, which he 
can never violate,” 

« Another!“ ſaid I earneſtly, 

«& Another,” repeated Miſs Stanley 
with a look both penetrating and ſor- 
rowful: Lord Denmore has deceived 
us all: he is unworthy of your affection.” 
Her tone of voice was agitated and 
trembling. 

« Explain your meaning !” interrupted 
I: „for Heaven's fake explain it.“ 

4 « That taſk I leave to Sir William 
St. Leger,“ replied Miſs Stanley. 

« My father!” 

« Yes, Gertrude ! your father will 
unravel this perplexing web of deſtiny : 

awalt 
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await the hour with patience : your fa- 
ther has been“ 

« What?” 

« A wretch moſt criminal! yet 
moſt entitled to our pity.” 

« Impoſſible !” ſaid I: © he ſeems 
the very worthieſt of mortals.” 

« Men are rarely what they ſeem,” 
replied Miſs Stanley: « compoſe your 
ſpirits, for you have yet a trial to en- 
counter.” | 

« Another trial! Oh God!” ex- 
claimed I, „when will this ſcene of ſor- 
row terminate?“ 

« Very ſhortly,” anſwered Miſs Stan- 
ley : „ endeavour to evince your forti- 
tude : I will not quit you till ſomething 
is decided.“ 

« What? Ah! tell me; tell me, leſt 
ſuſpenſe ſhould drive me frantic !” 

«« The ſtranger has deceived you.“ 


5 Miſs 
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Miſs Stanley has received a meſſage 
from Lord Denmore: he is already in 


the library: I cloſe my letter. Frances, 
farewell!“ 


LETTER CXNII. 


Miſs STANLEY to FRANckSs MonT- 
| GOMERY, 


Denmore Caſtle, October 5, 1797. 


Tux hour of retribution has at length 
arrived: the arm of an injured huſband 
has annihilated a FALSE FRIEND; and 
the ill-fated Gertrude has now no 
FATHER | 

I cannot find language to deſcribe the 
ſcene which has paſſed ſince the un- 
happy orphan cloſed her laſt letter: I 


can only briefly inform you, that the ex- 


planation 


. 
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planation which took place proved that 
the offspring of Sir William St. Leger 
died ſoon after its birth; and that Ger- 
trude was not born till near two years 
after his departure from England, Com- 
punction ſo deeply preyed upon her 
mother's heart, that a very few months 
cloſed her ſcene of ſorrow. 

In this Caſtle ſhe expired: in the 
preſence of Lord Denmore ſhe reſigned . 
her laſt breath, after moſt ſolemnly en- 
joining him never to diſcloſe the origin 
or proſpects of their infant to herſelf, till 
ſhe ſhould attain the age of eighteen ; 
and not even then, if by any action of 
her life ſhe ſhould prove unworthy. 
From the period of her mother's 
death Lord Denmore has never known 
one hour of happineſs: he has wandered 
from place to place, ſad, weary of exiſt- 
ence, and devoted to torturing rumina- 
tion. In early life he was the gayeſt of 


the gays. in the ſplendid feenes of po- 
liſhed 
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liſhed ſociety, the moſt accompliſhed, 
the moſt admired of mortals : but from 
the hour which deprived him of the dar- 
ling of his boſom, the moſt decided me- 


lancholy, bordering at times on a cynical 


auſterity, has marked his character. He 
loved the victim of his idolatry even to 
enthuſiaſm : but her huſband was his 
friend: and the nice honour of his bo- 
ſom perpetually ſtruggled with the paſ- 
ſion which enthralled it. The whole 
tenor of his mind changed into ſad- 
neſs. The lovely partner of his heart 
had beheld the ravages of compunctious 
feeling ; and while ſhe endeavoured to 
participate in his affliction, ſhe ſunk im- 
perceptibly beneath the magnitude of 
her own. 

When Gertrude had completed her 
education, her unhappy father antict- 
pated a new trial of his fortitude : he 
nevertheleſs conſidered it his duty to 
emancipate her from obſcurity; and to 

VOL. iv. R prepare 
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prepare her, by an intercourſe with the 
world, for the ſplendid fortune which, 
in her mother's right, ſhe was deſtined 
to inherit. She had ever been conſidered 
as the daughter of Major St. Leger, who 
was ſuppoſed to have died when ſhe was 
an infant. On her arrival at the Caſtle, 
the likeneſs which ſhe preſented of her 
loſt mother, nearly annihilated Lord 


Denmore: and awakening all thoſe 


pangs which time and the buſy ſcenes of 
life had taught to ſlumber, they aſſuming 
a new and torturing power, became 
more terrible than ever. The ſtrong 
emotions of his ſoul were frequently 
witneſſed by Gertrude ; though ſhe was 
unconſcious of their origin as of her own 
ſad deſtiny ; while even the fond paternal 
feelings of a nearly-broken heart, aided 
in the fatal myſtery to complete her 

forrows. wo 
The affection which Gertrude has long 
cheriſhed for Lord Denmore, and the 
intricacies 
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intricacies which have attended its pro- 
grels, at length rendered a full explana- 
tion abſolutely neceſſary. Calumny had 
been the ſhield which Lord Arcot adopted 
for the concealment of his own villany : 
and the ſituation in which the object 
whom he had defrauded was placed, but 
too powerfully tended to confirm his 
ſtory. Sir William returned to Europe 
for the purpoſe of inveſtigating the myſ- 
tery ; and, on his arrival, ſuppoſing that 
Lord Denmore had faſcinated her affec- 
tions with the moſt diſhonourable mo- 
tives, reſolved on compelling him to 
marry her; or on ſacrificing his own 
exiſtence, in the defence of her repoſe 
and reputation, Lord Denmore refuſed 
to explain, under the idea of intimida- 
tion: they met at day-break: and the 
liberal, the generous Denmore, whoſe 
life, excepting in ONE inſtance only, has 
been an example of philanthropy, virtue, 
and integrity, paid the full ſorfeit of his 

" WY error, 
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error, at the moment that he confeſſed 
himſelf the father of Gertrude St. Leger. 

Previous to his meeting Sir William, 
he entruſted to my care the packet which 
occaſioned ſo much inquietude to his un- 
happy daugliter. It was compoled of a 
variety of letters from the late Ducheſs 
of Aldborough to Lady Denmore, and 
her anſwers; with the myſterious paper 
which had been dropped by Lord Den- 
more, and found by his wife, ſhortly 
after Gertrude's arrival at the Caſtle, 
It alſo contained a lock of hair, curiouſly 
braided, which was conſidered as an ad- 
ditional proof of her ſuppoſed crimi- 
nality. Alas! theſe were her mother's ! 
and, at the particular requeſt of our 
dear unhappy friend, I preſerve them 
for you. She is ſcarcely in her ſenſes. 
It is in vain that I would offer conſola- 
tion; for grief of ſuch magnitude as her's 
can only find a ſolace in the full indul- 


gence of its emotions. 
Mr. 


THE FALSE FRIEND, 365 


Mr. Aſtgrove had received orders to 
Join his ſhip ; and departed only a few 
hours before the fata! rencontre, Sir 
William, as ſoon as a tribunal of honour 
has pronounced his deſtiny, returns *9 
India. 


Farewel. I am certain that you wil 


ſincerely ſympathize in the misforturies 
of our friend; while, in her eventf: 1 
hiſtory, you will read the dangerous con- 
ſequences of Domtrsr1c TRrEACHERY, 
You will alſo perccive the miſeries at- 
tendant on that want of CAN Dou, 
which, while it envelopes the fate of an 
illegitimate offspring in perpetual myſ- 
tery, expoſes the unconſcious ſufferer to 
the viciſſitudes of a world, where the 
INNocenT are too often puniſhed for 

the vices of the GuiLTY. 
Frances! let the OMNIPOTENCE OF 
TxruTH rule all your actions; and reſt 
aſſured, that the monitor, Conſcience, 
R 3 Will 
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will never fail to conſole you, alike in 

the gaudy ſcenes of proſperous fortune, 

and in the darkeſt paths of ſorrow and 
adverſity. | : 


LETTER CXIII. 


The Same to the Same, 


October 10, 1797. 


| Last night the for ever tranquil boſom 
C of Gertrude St. Leger was depoſited in 
0 the monument of the Denmore family. 
| Her exhauſted ſpirit could not bear to 
linger in this ſcene of ſuffering; and 
therefore fled to unite with its loſt pa- 
rents. On the evening of that day 
| which terminated the exiſtence of Lord 
| Denmore, Gertrude ſtole from her cham- 
ber ; 
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ber; and juſt at the ſtill and ſolemn cloſe 
of twilight, when Nature's ſelf ſeemed to 
mark the melancholy hour, ſhe was diſ- 
covered, by her ever-watchful friend 
poor Patty, reclined at the foot of the 
ivy bench, cold, pale, and lifeleſs! Her 
perſecuted ſoul had taken wing ; her 
heart was broken. 

By the fide of Lord Denmore's aſhes, 
hers are depoſited. The laſt gleam of 
the ſetting ſun ſhone on the gloomy 
cavalcade. The tears of a lamenting 
multitude conſecrated her memory : and 
the venerable Rector paid the laſt ſacred 
tribute to THE VICTIM OF SENSIBILITY | 


FINIS. 
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